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From  the  Editor 


Working  on  Avila  University’s  literary  magazine,  the  SCOP,  taught  me  the  value  of 
teamwork  as  well  as  the  perspectives  from  writers  brought  to  us.  These  submissions 
were  sent  so  the  writers  could  have  free  self-expression  to  share  with  the  student  body 
at  the  university,  and  unfortunately,  we  could  not  include  all  of  them.  However,  we,  the 
editorial  staff,  would  like  to  thank  all  the  writers  for  their  submissions  whether  they  were 
accepted  or  not.  It  showed  different  perspectives  that  all  of  the  authors  brought  to  the 
campus,  reminding  me  of  how  diverse  we  are  through  our  imaginations  whether  it  is  a 
personal  experience,  a story  with  horror  or  science  fiction  feeling  added  to  it,  a poetic 
tale,  or  a humorous  play. 

Knowing  that  these  writers  have  the  power  to  demonstrate  their  perspectives  through 
these  stories  makes  me  excited  to  include  these  in  the  literary  magazine  with  the 
contributions  from  the  editorial  staff  and  the  English  department  as  well  as  the  Theatre 
department.  I would  like  to  thank  the  editorial  staff  to  aid  in  completing  this  edition, 
as  well  as  Dr.  Nancy  Cervetti  for  her  advocacy.  I would  also  like  to  thank  Artist-in- 
Residence,  Stanley  E.  Banks  for  advising  in  the  best  interests  of  the  SCOP  as  well  as 
Dr.  Tony  Michel  for  his  support.  Dr.  Charlene  Gould  is  always  delightful  to  work  with, 
as  well.  Let  us  not  forget  the  literary  magazine's  designer,  Debbie  Seigler,  who  worked 
especially  hard  to  bring  our  ideas  to  life  through  the  magazine.  Without  you,  the  edition 
would  not  be  here. 

Within  this  edition  of  the  SCOP,  through  the  writers'  perspectives,  I hope  that  you,  the 
readers,  will  find  this  literature  unique,  and  in  a way,  will  be  able  to  relate  to  it  as  well. 
Happy  reading! 


SCOP  Editor-in-Chief 
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Betty  Jean  Curran 


Literary  Theories:  Letting  Go  of  Holding  On 

When  I read  a text,  the  illusive  boundaries  between  the  rest  of  the  world  and  me 
fade  away.  The  words  penetrate  my  mind,  and  I bare  witness  to  the  various  mental 
formations  that  arise  and  pass  through.  I recognize  that  as  I read  the  words  that  have 
been  arranged  on  the  page,  I simultaneously  look  through  or  beyond  those  words  at 
the  images  and  ideas  that  I attribute  to  those  signs.  I naturally  seek  to  grasp  some  sort 
of  meaning  in  the  mental  formations  that  arise;  however,  I must  take  into  account  the 
nature  of  language  itself.  I now  see  that  because  of  the  space  between  the  signifier 
and  the  signified,  no  absolute  meaning  is  possible.  By  recognizing  this,  I am  exposed 
to  a world  of  infinite  potential.  My  vision  becomes  panoramic.  I see  myself,  the  reader, 
as  a subject  who  has  been  conditioned  in  many  social,  material,  and  political  ways; 
thus,  I interpret  the  text  from  a specific  constructed  framework.  While  observing  the 
ideas  presented  in  the  text,  I remember  that  something  cannot  come  from  nothing, 
for  those  ideas  are  situated  in  a specific  historical  context,  just  like  my  own.  Because  I 
simultaneously  see  that  literature  cannot  convey  precisely  an  absolute  center,  or  reality, 
and  that  the  ideas  presented  in  the  text  are  necessarily  historically  embedded,  my 
literary  theory  is  a mixture  of  Poststructuralism  and  New  Historicism. 

As  a reader,  I must  take  into  account  the  slippery  nature  of  language. 
Poststructuralism  is  a theory  that  critiques  the  epistemology  of  structuralism,  or  the 
belief  that  literature  can  adequately  and  precisely  represent  a universal  reality.  In  The 
Blackwell  Guide  to  Literary  Theory,  Gregory  Castle  says,  “In  the  Poststructuralist 
critique  of  structure,  the  center  is  deconstructed,  exposed  as  contradictory,  incoherent, 
a 'mythology  of  presence’”  (154).  Furthermore,  he  says,  “Poststructuralists  question  the 
ability  of  language  to  designate  a center,  to  remain  structured  around  a center,  if  there 
is  only  irresolvable  contradiction”  (154).  Because  language  is  a system  that  is  infinitely 
deferring  meaning,  it  is  clear  that  any  attempt  to  cling  to  a conceptualized  presence 
would  leave  one  with  only  a partial  and  fragmented  understanding  of  a text. 

Poststructuralism  resonates  with  me,  despite  my  natural  inclination  to  identify 
with  an  absolute  presence.  This  theory  challenges  me  to  examine  my  own  thinking 
processes;  thus,  I am  constantly  reminded  to  let  go  of  the  fundamental  assumptions 
that  keep  my  general  but  frozen  sense  of  “I  am  this,  or  this  is  that”  intact.  I believe  the 
only  way  to  gain  knowledge  is  to  recognize  the  emptiness  of  the  center  from  which 
my  constructed  reality  is  built  and  by  challenging  boundaries  that  have  been  erected 
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through  sneaky  binary  oppositions.  I agree  with  Trinh  T.  Minh-ha  in  Woman  Native 
Other,  when  she  says,  “I’d  rather  make  of  writing  a site  where  opposites  lose  their 
essential  differences  and  are  restored  to  the  void  by  their  own  interchangeability”  (48). 
The  “void”  is  where,  I believe,  creativity  is  born. 

What  lies  beyond  literature  and  what  it  seeks  to  represent  is  ungraspable  through 
the  practice  of  literature  itself.  However,  something  cannot  come  from  nothing. 
Literature  by  its  very  nature  is  historical.  In  The  Prison  House  of  Language,  Fredric 
Jameson  says,  “To  say  that  all  language  is  a trace  is  to  underscore  the  paradox 
of  signification:  namely,  that  in  order  to  be  aware  of  it  at  all,  it  must  already  have 
happened;  it  is  an  event  which  is  always  in  the  past,  even  though  in  an  immediate  one” 
(1 75).  The  ideas  represented  in  the  text  came  through  the  author  in  a specific  historical 
context,  which  is,  in  many  ways,  influenced  by  social,  political,  and  material  forces. 

New  Historicism  is  a theory  that  seeks  to  understand  the  historical  context  in  which 
literary  texts  emerge  and  function.  However,  New  Historicists,  like  Poststructuralists, 
do  not  look  for  the  absolute  meaning  of  texts  by  referring  them  to  specific  moments 
in  history.  Instead,  the  theorist  recognizes  that  history  and  literature  are  intrinsically 
interconnected,  thus  one  cannot  gain  historical  knowledge  outside  of  written  language. 
The  only  access  we  have  to  history  is  through  literature.  Castle  quotes  Louis  Montrose 
when  he  explains  this  textualist  approach  to  history.  He  says,  “All  texts  and  all  modes 
of  reading  must  be  understood  as  historically  embedded;  but  at  the  same  time  ‘we  can 
have  no  access  to  a full  and  authentic  past,  to  a material  existence  that  is  unmediated 
by  the  textual  traces  of  the  society  in  question’”  (131).  Instead  of  looking  at  history  as 
a series  of  monumental  events,  one  can  look  at  the  shifts  in  ideas  that  are  represented 
through  literary  discourse. 

I have  adopted  New  Historicism  as  one  of  my  literary  theories  because  I believe 
that  it  is  absolutely  essential  to  look  at  the  material  and  social  conditions  in  which 
literary  works  come  into  being.  The  ideas  represented  in  literature  did  not  come  out  of 
nowhere.  They  are  not  isolated,  just  as  thoughts  and  judgments  about  the  world  are 
not  isolated,  but  necessarily  dependent  on  the  surrounding  conditions.  Furthermore, 

I believe  it  is  important  to  look  at  the  way  representations,  or  stories,  have  shaped 
the  framework  from  which  I see  the  world.  My  knowledge,  that  I sometimes  take  for 
granted,  has  come  into  my  consciousness  in  the  form  of  discourse.  I have  learned 
to  question  where  that  idea,  that  knowledge,  comes  from.  What  conditions  gave  rise 
to  the  “normalization”  of  that  idea,  and  why?  While  I know  it  is  impossible  to  have 
access  to  an  “authentic  past,"  it  is  possible  to  observe  the  history  of  ideas  through  this 
interpretive  and  fundamentally  historical  approach  to  literature. 
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I am  very  interested  in  the  nebulous  concept  of  power  and  the  way  in  which  it 
functions  through  literature.  The  only  way,  I believe,  to  have  even  a little  understanding 
of  the  way  power  works  in  my  life,  I must  look  at  the  way  literary  discourse  and  the 
spreading  of  particular  ideas,  have  functioned  in  the  world.  I am  intrigued  by  Foucault 
and  the  way  he  approaches  power  and  interpretation.  Castle  describes  Foucault’s 
approach  when  he  says,  “Foucault’s  method  here,  and  his  other  genealogical  works, 
abandons  conventional  ideas  about  historical  events,  diachronic  sequence,  causality, 
and  origin.  Following  Nietzsche,  he  focuses  instead  on  interpretations  of  the  relations  of 
power  and  how  they  shape  human  experience  through  the  agency  of  discourse”  (130). 
Foucault  inspires  me  to  ask  questions  like,  “Why  do  I interpret  this  text  in  this  particular 
way?”  and  “Who  decides  the  right  way  to  interpret  the  text,  and  why?”  I’m  not  sure 
I will  ever  know  an  absolute  answer  to  these  pressing  questions  because  the  web  of 
power  in  which  I live  is  so  enmeshed  in  everything  I do,  and  is  embedded  in  the  very 
framework  from  which  I ask  these  questions.  Flowever,  I do  believe,  in  order  to  create 
change  in  this  world,  I can  no  longer  ignore  these  issues.  I am  inspired  by  Minh-ha 
when  she  asks  if  knowledge  can  be  conveyed  without  the  exercise  of  power: 

No,  because  there  is  no  end  to  understanding  power  relations  which 
are  rooted  in  the  social  nexus — not  merely  added  to  society  nor 
easily  beatable  so  that  we  can  just  radically  do  away  with  them.  Yes, 
however,  because  in-between  grounds  always  exist,  and  cracks  and 
interstices  are  like  gaps  of  fresh  air  that  keep  on  being  suppressed 
because  they  tend  to  render  more  visible  the  failures  operating  in  every 
system.  (41) 

Poststructuralism  and  New  Historicism  are  linked  together.  If  the  only  access  one 
has  to  history  is  through  literary  discourse,  then  one  must  question  the  way  meaning 
in  literature  has  been  built  around  structures,  and  then  deconstruct  those  structures  in 
order  tounderstand  the  fluidity  of  interpretation.  The  way  New  Historicists  view  history  is 
from  a poststructuralist  perspective.  Because  there  is  space  between  the  signifier  and 
the  signified,  and  we  have  no  access  to  history  outside  of  literature,  we  must  turn  our 
attention  to  the  way  literary  discourse  has  been  interpreted  and  functions  within  society 
instead  of  looking  at  history  as  a series  of  absolute  facts.  There  are  always  going  to  be 
opposing  views  when  literature  is  seen  as  a complete  presence  in  itself. 

By  adopting  these  two  theories,  I am  constantly  challenged  to  think  critically  not 
only  about  the  world,  but  also  my  interpretation  of  the  world.  I must  question  the  very 
nature  of  my  own  thoughts  and  see  myself  as  a historical  subject  whose  paradigm  has 
been  constructed  by  various  conditions.  This,  to  me,  is  not  depressing.  In  fact,  I feel 
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hopeful  knowing  that  within  the  space  between  interpretations,  there  is  always  room  for 
change.  The  very  rule  inherent  in  life  is  that  nothing  stays  the  same;  everything  is  always 
in  flux.  These  theories  give  me  an  excellent  framework  for  playing  in  this  very  unsettling 
process.  If  I don’t  cling  to  concepts,  ideas,  or  centers,  I can  find  peace  and  creativity 
within  this  “void.”  To  me,  this  is  a great  place  to  BE! 
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Jennifer  Harris 


My  Reading  Philosophy:  Enjoying  the  Magic 
and  Finding  the  Trick 

When  it  comes  to  reading,  I love  to  be  carried  away  and  to  lose  myself  in  the  text. 
Until  recently,  I never  thought  about  my  own  thinking  process  while  reading.  I simply 
picked  up  a book  that  looked  intriguing  and  started  reading  it.  I can  not  even  say  that 
I was  aware  that  I had  a conscious  approach  to  reading  until  I took  Literary  Criticism. 
Now  that  I have  read  the  theories  in  Gregory  Castle’s  book  Literary  Theory;  however,  I 
have  determined  that  my  personal  critical  theory  is  a mixture  of  Reader- Response  and 
Narrative  Theory. 

Reader- Response  is  my  first  and  main  approach  to  reading.  In  Reader- Response 
theory,  the  text  comes  alive  within  the  mind  of  the  reader.  The  author’s  intentions  are 
not  important.  The  only  thing  that  is  important  is  the  way  the  reader  reacts  to  what  he 
or  she  is  reading.  The  reader’s  emotional  response  to  the  text  and  the  way  the  reader 
pictures  the  story  in  his  or  her  mind  are  what  cause  the  text  to  live.  The  author’s  voice 
is  alive  when  the  reader  is  actively  engaged  in  the  text.  When  the  book  is  closed,  the 
book  is  dormant.  This  may  sound  strange,  or  even  creepy,  but  this  theory  explains  in 
an  academic  way  what  happens  when  a reader  becomes  absorbed  in  a text.  To  further 
explain  this  phenomenon,  Castle  quotes  Georges  Poulet,  “You  are  inside  [the  text];  it  is 
inside  you;  there  is  no  longer  either  outside  or  inside”  (175). 

As  Poulet  pointed  out,  when  the  reader  is  completely  absorbed  in  reading,  the  text 
and  the  reader  become  one.  The  narrative  voice  is  alive  inside  the  reader’s  head,  and 
the  reader  is  able  to  explore  the  thought  processes  of  another  being.  Again,  Castle 
quotes  Poulet  to  explain,  “I  am  aware  of  a rational  being,  of  a consciousness... in  this 
case  the  consciousness  is  open  to  me,  welcomes  me,  lets  me  look  deep  inside  itself” 
(174).  In  this  way,  the  reader  and  the  author  connect,  but  the  author’s  intentions  are  still 
not  important.  What  is  important  is  the  lesson(s)  that  the  reader  discovers.  The  reader 
is  in  control  of  what  he  or  she  takes  away  from  the  experience,  not  the  author  as  earlier 
theories  had  suggested. 

Reader- Response  works  for  me  because  I like  to  be  absorbed  in  the  book  I am 
reading.  As  a reader,  I do  not  like  to  be  bogged  down  with  concerns  about  what  the 
author  is  trying  to  make  me  see.  I like  to  explore  the  text  and  draw  conclusions  in  my 
own  way.  In  this  respect,  Reader- Response  theory  is  very  freeing.  Reader- Response 
allows  me,  the  reader,  the  freedom  to  immerse  myself  in  the  text  without  concern  for 
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the  author’s  intent.  I do  not  have  to  worry  about  what  the  author  is  trying  to  teach  me. 

I can  simply  go  on  the  journey  of  the  novel  and  see  what  lessons  or  themes  jump  out 
at  me.  This  takes  a lot  of  pressure  off  of  me  as  the  reader,  therefore,  allowing  me  to 
fully  experience  the  novel.  When  I read  a novel  with  an  eye  towards  authorial  intent,  it 
takes  away  from  the  experience,  and  I miss  some  of  the  subtleties  of  the  text  because 
I am  so  focused  on  trying  to  find  the  over-arching  theme.  I find  the  freedom  of  Reader- 
Response  much  more  enjoyable. 

Narrative  Theory  is  the  second  way  I approach  reading  a novel.  While  Reader- 
Response  can  be  hard  to  overcome,  Narrative  Theory  comes  into  play  when  I find 
a novel  that  really  moves  me  in  some  way.  Once  I have  finished  a novel  that  truly 
captivates  my  attention  and  imagination,  I start  to  wonder  how  the  author  managed  to 
reel  me  in  like  that.  I want  to  know  what  tricks  or  mechanics  the  author  used  to  keep 
me  engaged.  When  this  happens,  I go  back  and  take  a second  look  to  discover  the 
tools  of  the  trade  that  the  author  employed.  Sometimes  I even  read  the  novel  a second 
(or  third)  time. 

Narrative  Theory  has  several  different  elements  to  it.  Part  of  Narrative  Theory  talks 
about  the  characters  from  the  standpoint  of  folklore.  There  are  several  different  types 
of  characters  that  authors  of  folklore  use  and  it  can  be  helpful  when  analyzing  a text  to 
identify  which  characters  fill  each  role.  The  most  easily  recognizable  character  types 
are  hero  and  villain,  and  the  most  easily  recognizable  narrative  function  is  the  combat 
between  the  two.  There  are  other  types  of  characters,  such  as  sidekicks  and  love 
interests,  and  other  types  of  narrative  functions,  such  as  journeys  and  marriage,  but 
these  are  not  the  only  parts  of  Narrative  Theory. 

Narrative  Theory  also  takes  a look  at  the  voice  and  point  of  view.  Voice  refers  to 
the  narrator,  and  the  point  of  view  is  the  character  orienting  the  narrative  perspective. 
For  example,  the  narrator’s  voice  could  be  omniscient,  but  the  point  of  view  (character 
who  drives  narrative  perspective)  is  the  protagonist.  The  omniscient  narrator  can  read 
the  thoughts  and  emotions  of  all  characters,  but  the  omniscient  narrator  in  the  above 
example  talks  about  those  thoughts  and  emotions  as  they  relate  to  the  protagonist. 

Narrative  Theory  also  deals  with  three  narratorial  functions,  which  should  not 
be  confused  with  narrative  functions.  Castle  lays  out  narratorial  functions  as, 

“narrative  function  (where  the  emphasis  is  on  telling  a story);  directing  function  (where 
the  emphasis  is  on  the  narrative  text;  a metanarrative  function)';  and  function  of 
communication  (where  the  emphasis  is  on  the  relation  between  narrator  and  reader)” 
(118).  The  first,  narrative  function  is  the  set  of  devices  briefly  described  earlier  in  this 
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paper.  Some  of  those  functions  are  marriage  of  the  hero,  battle  between  hero  and 
villain,  and  a journey.  Narrative  functions  are  a part  of  the  three  narratorial  functions; 
they  are  not  the  same  thing. 

Narrative  Theory  works  for  me  because  looking  at  the  different  functions  and 
devices  used  to  tell  the  story  help  me  to  understand  how  the  author  kept  me  absorbed 
in  the  novel.  For  example,  after  reading  a John  Grisham  novel,  I like  to  think  about  the 
book  for  a while.  I list  the  various  characters  and  assign  them  labels  such  as  hero, 
villain,  love  interest,  and  sidekick.  I also  think  about  the  voice  - who  is  telling  the  story, 
what  point  of  view  he  used,  and  how  the  novel  would  have  changed  had  he  used  a 
different  point  of  view.  I also  like  to  think  about  the  focus  of  the  book.  Is  Grisham 
focused  on  the  story  or  communicating  with  the  reader?  Sometimes  it  can  be  hard 
to  tell.  Exploring  these  devices  and  attempting  to  answer  these  questions  help  me 
understand  why  Grisham  is  such  an  effective  and  entertaining  writer. 

At  first  glance,  it  may  seem  like  approaching  novels  from  both  a Reader- Response 
and  Narrative  Theory  standpoint  is  contradictory.  After  all,  in  Reader-Response, 
the  author’s  intent  makes  absolutely  no  difference  whatsoever.  In  Narrative  Theory, 
the  mechanics  and  devices  that  the  author  employs  are  the  complete  focus  of  the 
critic.  Therefore,  these  theories  seem  like  polar  opposites.  I admit  that,  at  first,  I had 
a hard  time  reconciling  the  two.  Then  I realized  that  the  two  theories  are  actually 
complimentary.  The  easiest  way  to  explain  this  is  to  compare  the  theories  to  a magic 
trick:  first  the  viewer  is  dazzled  by  the  trick,  and  then  the  viewer  seeks  the  method  of 
the  magician.  This  is  how  Reader-Response  and  Narrative  Theory  work  for  me.  I read 
a good  book,  and  then  look  for  the  methods  used  to  dazzle  me. 

I imagine  that  many  people  are  happy  to  enjoy  the  trick  without  ever  finding  out 
the  secret,  just  as  many  readers  are  happy  to  enjoy  the  novel  without  exploring  the 
methods  of  the  author.  Perhaps  the  reason  I like  to  discover  the  trick  is  that  I am 
a writer  myself.  When  I read  a really  good  novel,  I want  to  know  how  the  author 
managed  it  so  that  I can  improve  my  own  writing.  Though  I may  not  be  overly 
concerned  with  authorial  intent,  I do  like  to  know  the  method  the  author  used.  Learning 
to  become  a better  writer  is  always  a motive  for  me.  Even  when  I pick  up  a book  for 
pleasure,  I find  myself  noticing  interesting  literary  forms  and  devices  and  locking  them 
away  in  my  brain  for  later  use. 

Reader- Response  and  Narrative  Theory  may  not  work  in  tandem  for  everyone.  In 
fact,  they  may  only  work  in  tandem  for  those  of  us  who  write.  In  my  case,  they  work 
quite  well.  I have  managed  to  file  away  a lot  of  interesting  tricks  of  the  trade  in  the 
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recesses  of  my  brain  because  of  these  two  theories.  That  may  sound  like  cheating, 
but  it  is  not.  After  all,  good  writers  are  like  good  magicians  - in  the  end,  they  all  end  up 
stealing  tricks  from  each  other. 
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Juliet  Valle 


Poles,  Popcorn,  and  a Poem 

"Z-Y-X-W-V-U-T-S-R-Q-P-O-N-M-L-K-J-l-H-G-F-E-D-C-B-A!" 

“Grampa,  teach  me  how  to  do  that!”  my  six-year-old  voice  screeched. 

“We  learned  that  back  in  grammar  school  when  we  would  have  to  walk  ten  miles  to 
get  there  and  home  in  the  snow  all  year  round  and  it  was  uphill  both  ways!  If  you  can’t 
say  the  alphabet  backwards,  then  what  are  ya  bein’  taught?”  my  Grandfather  asked, 
teasing  me. 

“You  just  told  a lie!  Grampa  it  can’t  snow  all  year  round.  And  didn’t  you  get  a 
summer  break?  It  doesn’t  snow  in  the  summer!?”  I was  very  serious. 

“Julie,  shush.  If  he  was  lying  about  anything,  it  would  be  the  ‘uphill  both  ways’ 
part.”  My  sister  Gena  always  had  to  be  smarter  than  her  baby  sister. 

“Girls,  I wouldn’t  ever  pull  your  leg!  I may  tickle  it  a bit,  but  I would  never  pull  it.”  He 
declared  with  a wink  in  my  direction.  “Hey  girls,  it's  almost  sun  down.  Go  get  yer  fishin’ 
rods  and  who  wants  to  help  me  carry  the  worms?”  We  both  ran  in  opposite  directions. 
Little  girls  would  never  want  to  touch  an  icky  worm! 

Born  and  raised  on  a farm,  my  Grampa  was  a character.  He  and  his  wife,  my 
Grandmother  Valle,  were  opposite  in  every  way  I could  figure.  He  was  a gardener  and 
had  no  problem  drinking  out  of  the  hose.  She  would  have  fainted  if  she  knew  he  taught 
us  how  to  bend  the  hose  just  right  so  that  we  wouldn’t  get  sprayed  in  our  face.  She 
wore  fake  pearl  earrings  and  told  all  of  us  to  watch  our  P’s  and  Q’s.  We  were  to  be 
ladies  at  all  times,  like  her. 

Grampa  used  to  pop  us  popcorn  when  we  went  fishing.  It  gave  us  something  to 
snack  on,  and  when  there  weren’t  any  bites,  we  could  feed  the  ducks.  He  made  our 
popcorn  in  a frying  pan  with  a glass  lid.  “It  gives  it  that  country  taste,”  he  would  say. 
And  he  was  right.  No  one  ever  made  popcorn  quite  like  he  could.  A little  burnt  with 
just  enough  salt  to  bring  out  that  country  flavor. 

Of  course,  he  wasn’t  always  fishin’  poles  and  popcorn.  Grandpa  Valle  was  a pilot. 
He  would  tell  us  the  best  stories  about  His  War.  He  always  called  World  War  II  “His 
War.”  Gena  and  I are  sure  today  that  he  embellished  those  stories  just  a little,  to  hear 
us  giggle,  make  us  gasp,  or  make  us  lean  forward  wanting  more  from  the  suspense. 

My  favorites  were  about  the  nurses.  He  was  a romantic  and  a big  flirt.  Every  time  he 
met  a new  nurse,  he  claimed  that  they  were  sweethearts,  and  they  were  going  to  run 
away  and  get  married.  Of  course,  he  was  all  talk.  Grandpa  was  a charmer,  and  those 
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nurses  played  along.  It  has  been  years  since  Gena  and  I heard  his  stories.  He  should 
have  written  them  down. 

He  had  a stroke  seven  years  ago,  and  lost  his  memory.  Aside  from  the  exciting 
stories  and  the  relaxing  fishing  trips,  he  always  had  a silly  rhyme.  But  when  he  got 
sick,  he  couldn’t  tell  them  anymore.  He  simply  couldn’t  remember.  His  only  son,  my 
father,  was  a stranger  to  him.  I cried  a lot  during  the  past  years.  I mean  who  wouldn’t 
cry  when  their  beloved  Grampa  couldn’t  recognize  anyone?  But  he  could  always  say 
the  alphabet  backwards. 

On  Easter  Sunday  of  my  freshman  year  of  high  school,  he  was  in  the  hospital 
again  for  a mini-stroke.  Hospitals  were  scary  places;  people  died  there.  I didn’t  want 
Grampa  to  die.  The  odors  of  rubbing  alcohol  and  lime  jello  just  added  to  the  creepy 
sensation  you  get  walking  the  hallways.  Grampa  didn't  belong  here;  he  was  vivacious, 
not  dreary  and  bleak. 

When  I walked  into  his  room,  the  doctor  was  there  working  with  him  on  telling  time. 

“So  the  big  hand  is  on  the  twelve  and  the  little  hand  is  on  the  twelve,  what  time  is 
it?”  The  doctor  drew  out  a picture  on  a dry  erase  board.  Grampa  didn’t  know.  That 
was  the  first  time  I ever  saw  him  cry.  He  didn’t  know  where  he  was,  or  even  who  the 
doctor  was.  After  a few  very  frustrating  minutes,  the  doctor  asked  my  father  and  my 
grandmother  to  step  into  the  hall  for  a moment.  Gena  and  I were  left  there,  alone  with 
Grampa,  who  didn't  recognize  us.  My  sister  was  smart  though.  She  introduced  us. 

“Hello,  sir!  My  name  is  Genevieve,  and  this  is  my  sister,  Juliet.  We  were  just 
passing  by  and  thought  you  looked  like  you  had  a few  fun  stories.  Tell  us  about 
yourself.” 

“Well,  hi  there,  ladies!  I’m  really  glad  you  stopped  by.  It’s  nice  to  be  in  the 
company  of  such  pretty  girls.  My  name  is  Delbert  Valle.  Do  you  know  how  to  say  the 
alphabet  backwards?” 

We  shook  our  heads  no  and  smiled  at  each  other.  He  proceeded  to  recite  it.  He 
did  correctly!  This  old  gentleman  couldn’t  tell  a doctor  the  time,  but  he  could  still  say 
the  alphabet  backwards. 

“Wow!”  I sang.  “That’s  pretty  neat.  I once  heard  this  rhyme  and  I can’t  remember 
the  end."  I was  lying.  “Maybe  you  could  help  me  out?” 

“I’ll  do  what  I can,  little  lady.” 

“It  starts  like  this.  ‘I  eat  my  peas  with  honey,  I've  done  it  all  my  life.  Makes  my 
peas  taste  funny-" 

He  jumped  in,  “But  they  don’t  roll  off  my  knife!” 
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He  remembered  it.  He  used  to  say  rhymes  like  that  when  Gena  and  I were 
little  kids. 

Grampa  Valle  was  more  than  just  fishing  poles,  popcorn,  and  poems.  But  sadly, 
the  life  and  spark  that  lived  in  his  eyes  had  slowly  died  down,  leaving  a tired  and  worn 
old  man  who  couldn’t  go  fishing  with  his  granddaughters,  make  country  popcorn,  and 
recite  his  poems.  But  that's  how  I wanted  to  remember  him;  my  Grandpa,  who  ate  his 
peas  with  honey. 
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Rebecca  McCloud 


What  Became  Of  the  Women? 

Female  Political  Activism  in  the  1940s  and  1950s 

as  a Precursor  to  the 

Women’s  Liberation  Movement  of  the  1960s 

When  many  Americans  think  of  women  in  the  1 950s,  the  images  that  most  readily 
come  to  mind  are  of  television  sitcoms:  Ozzie  and  Harriet.  Leave  it  to  Beaver,  or 
Father  Knows  Best,  for  example.  These  programs  centered  on  the  everyday  life  of  a 
supposedly  typical  white,  middle-class  family:  the  father  worked  outside  the  home  to 
support  his  family,  while  the  mother  remained  at  home  caring  for  the  children  (Coontz 
22).  Not  only  television  but  other  types  of  media,  especially  magazines,  encouraged 
the  notion  that  a woman's  place  was  in  the  home.  An  article  in  Ladies’  Home  Journal 
asserted  that  every  man  wants  his  wife  to  be  a “fragile,  feminine,  dependent,  but 
priceless  creature,”  and  Good  Housekeeping  declared  that  for  a woman,  success  was 
measured  not  in  intelligence  or  scholastic  achievements,  but  in  marriage  and  family 
(qtd.  in  Rupp  and  Taylor  14).  These  are  examples  of  the  kind  of  constantly  reinforced 
ideology  that  Betty  Friedan,  in  her  bestselling  book  The  Feminine  Mystique,  claims 
trapped  women  in  domestic  roles  in  the  1950s.  Because  cultural  artifacts  like  television 
shows,  movies,  and  magazine  articles  seem  to  support  Friedan’s  argument,  it  has  long 
been  accepted  that  the  women’s  movement  of  the  1960s  was  without  antecedent  in 
the  1950s — women  in  the  fifties  were  busy  baking  and  raising  children,  not  laboring 
for  political  causes  (Bailey  127).  Although  the  number  of  female  activists  was  lower 
in  the  1950s  than  before  or  since,  such  activists  did  exist,  and  they  made  significant 
contributions  to  causes  such  as  world  peace,  civil  liberties,  and  minority  rights.  Two 
women’s  organizations  which  originated  around  the  turn  of  the  century  but  remained 
active  in  the  1 940s  and  1 950s — the  League  of  Women  Voters  and  the  YWCA — serve 
to  demonstrate  the  state  of  female  activism  during  those  decades,  as  well  as  illustrating 
the  continuity  between  the  different  manifestations  of  the  women’s  movement  that 
occurred  in  the  twentieth  century. 

The  origins  of  an  organized  women's  movement  in  the  United  States  can  be  traced 
back  to  the  Seneca  Falls  convention  of  1 848,  where  one  hundred  men  and  women 
signed  Elizabeth  Cady  Stanton’s  Declaration  of  Sentiments.  This  document,  which 
took  its  language  and  rhetoric  straight  from  the  American  Declaration  of  Independence, 
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avowed  that  “all  men  and  women  are  created  equal”  (Stanton  2113).  From  that  time 
until  the  passage  of  the  1 9th  Amendment  guaranteeing  females  the  right  to  vote 
in  1 920,  women  across  the  country  labored  tirelessly  for  equal  rights  and  for  other 
causes.  Women  were  instrumental  in  the  passage  of  Prohibition,  arguing  that  alcohol 
consumption  had  caused  the  nation's  moral  values  to  decline — since  women  were 
widely  regarded  as  the  guardians  of  morality,  their  opinions  on  this  issue  carried  a good 
deal  of  weight  with  the  public.  Female  activists  were  also  instrumental  in  the  passage 
of  much  of  the  legislation  of  the  Progressive  Era,  including  workplace  safety  laws  and 
child  labor  laws.  After  obtaining  the  right  to  vote,  however,  only  meager  numbers  of 
women  turned  out  at  the  polls,  and  female  activists  vanished  from  the  political  scene. 

The  reason  for  this  alteration  in  women’s  behavior  lies  in  the  culture  of  the  1920s. 

In  this  era,  birth  control  became  more  widely  available  to  the  American  public.  This 
meant  that  couples  could  enjoy  sexual  activity  without  fear  of  unwanted  pregnancies, 
and  it  led  to  a radical  shift  in  ideas  about  love  and  marriage.  Couples  were  supposed 
to  get  together  out  of  physical  attraction  rather  than  the  practical  concerns  that  had 
predominated  in  former  eras,  and  the  ideal  marriage  was  like  one  long  date,  filled  with 
recreational  activities  like  movies — this  meant  that  husband  and  wife  had  to  maintain 
their  physical  beauty  to  prevent  their  partners  from  losing  interest  in  them.  The  burden 
of  preserving  their  attractiveness  fell  most  heavily  upon  females,  who  were  bombarded 
with  consumer  products,  such  as  cosmetics,  clothing,  and  hair  tonics,  to  improve  their 
appearances.  As  a result,  women  became  more  focused  on  their  husbands  and  less 
concerned  with  the  welfare  of  their  children.  Protecting  children  from  exploitation  had 
been  one  of  the  primary  motivations  behind  women’s  activism  before  the  1920s;  thus, 
their  decreasing  anxiety  for  children's  well-being  led  many  women  to  drop  out 
of  politics. 

Female  activists  did  not  return  to  the  forefront  of  the  national  consciousness  until  a 
resurgence  of  the  women’s  rights  movement  occurred  in  the  1960s.  For  many  years, 
credit  for  this  second  wave  of  feminism  was  given  to  The  Feminine  Mystique,  which 
caused  women  to  become  dissatisfied  with  existing  gender  norms  and  to  realize 
that  they  contained  the  potential  to  be  more  than  just  wives  and  mothers  (Bailey 
127).  According  to  this  narrative,  women  were  completely  inactive  in  politics  between 
the  1920s  and  the  1960s.  However,  recent  historical  scholarship  has  shown  that  a 
significant  minority  of  women  were,  in  fact,  working  for  political  causes  in  the  1 940s  and 
1950s  (Bailey  127).  Scholars  now  believe  that  “the  efforts  of  women  in  the  1940s  and 
1950s  provided  an  important  bridge  between  earlier  generations  of  women  activists 
and  those  involved  in  social  movements  of  the  1960s”  (Lynn  121). 
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The  women’s  organization  with  the  largest  membership  and  the  biggest  impact 
on  the  lives  of  middle-class  women  during  the  1 950s  was  the  League  of  Women 
Voters.  Between  1950  and  1958,  the  League  experienced  a forty-four  percent 
increase  in  membership,  with  a total  of  128,000  members  belonging  to  1 ,050  local 
groups  throughout  the  nation  (Kaledin  33).  The  League  provides  a clear  example  of 
how  women’s  organizations  in  the  1950s  served  as  a bridge  between  earlier  and  later 
feminist  groups,  for  it  originated  in  the  era  during  which  women  were  fighting  for  the 
right  to  vote.  At  that  time,  it  was  known  as  the  National  American  Woman  Suffrage 
Association,  but  “in  anticipation  of  the  suffrage  victory,”  it  adopted  the  appellation 
League  of  Women  Voters  (Rupp  and  Taylor  5).  Although  the  League’s  initial  goal  was  to 
educate  American  women  about  their  responsibilities  as  members  of  the  voting  public, 
as  time  passed,  it  worked  for  a number  of  reforms,  both  national  and  international 
(Rupp  and  Taylor  5).  This  far-reaching  awareness  and  activism  may  have  been  the 
League’s  most  significant  attribute:  as  Eugenia  Kaledin  points  out  in  Mothers  and 
More:  American  Women  in  the  1 950s.  “[the  League  of  Women  Voters]  played  a 
valuable  role  in  the  1950s  in  protecting  both  individualism  and  pluralism  in  American  life 
by  avoiding  the  single-issue  commitment  that  would  characterize  more  radical  groups 
in  other  decades”  (92).  Years  before  Rosa  Parks’  courageous  refusal  to  surrender 
her  seat  on  an  Alabama  bus  to  a white  man  galvanized  the  civil  rights  movement,  the 
League  was  conducting  research  on  protecting  minority  rights  (Kaledin  92).  Senator 
Joseph  McCarthy’s  anti-communist  crusade,  which  blatantly  violated  rights  guaranteed 
to  American  citizens  in  the  Constitution,  prompted  the  League  to  call  for  better 
protection  of  civil  liberties  (Kaledin  92).  Its  international  involvement  included  endorsing 
aid  for  European  recovery  from  the  devastation  of  World  War  II,  supporting  collective 
security,  and  generally  increasing  Americans’  awareness  of  the  country’s  new  role  in 
international  affairs  (Kaledin  92-93). 

Despite  the  League’s  prominence  during  the  1950s,  many  later  feminists  were  quick 
to  distance  themselves  from  it.  This  is  most  likely  because  the  League  never  labeled 
itself  a feminist  organization — in  fact,  it  “explicitly  disavowed  feminism  and  even  denied 
any  particular  concern  with  women’s  issues”  (Rupp  and  Taylor  48).  The  League’s 
opposition  to  the  Equal  Rights  Amendment,  or  ERA,  is  perhaps  what  later  women’s 
rights  advocates  found  most  irksome.  Alice  Paul,  leader  of  the  militant  suffragists 
who  picketed  the  White  House  and  were  subsequently  jailed  and  tortured  with  force- 
feedings,  composed  the  ERA  immediately  after  passage  of  the  19th  Amendment,  but  it 
attracted  little  attention  until  the  conclusion  of  World  War  II  (Rupp  and  Taylor  59).  The 
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ERA’S  goal  was  simple:  to  outlaw  sex-based  discrimination.  In  order  to  accomplish  this, 
[i]t.  would  have  rendered  unconstitutional  dozens  of  arcane  state 
laws  that  limit  women’s  property  rights  during  and  after  marriage.  It 
would  have  strengthened  women’s  position  as  wage-earners — helping 
open  up  higher-paying,  traditionally  male  jobs  and  providing  a wedge 
against  all  the  subtle,  informal  mechanisms  of  wage  discrimination. 

(Ehrenreich  144) 

It  seems  fairly  obvious  that  American  women  would  have  benefited  greatly  from 
passage  of  the  ERA;  nevertheless,  a sizeable  coalition  of  female  organizations, 
including  the  League  of  Women  Voters,  opposed  it.  Anti-ERA  forces  believed  that  the 
amendment  would  vanquish  the  protective  legislation  for  which  female  activists  had 
worked  so  hard  during  the  Progressive  Era  (Rupp  and  Taylor  59).  The  League  and  their 
allies  believed: 

pro-ERA  organizations  consisted  of  wealthy  women  and  professional 
women,  probably  financed  by  the  National  Association  of 
Manufacturers,  who  cared  not  a whit  for  the  well-being  of  working 
women  who  desperately  needed  the  protection  of  social  legislation  to 
allow  them  to  compete  in  the  labor  market.  (Rupp  and  Taylor  59) 

Only  a minority  of  those  who  opposed  the  ERA  did  so  because  of  a belief  in  the 
supremacy  of  traditional  gender  roles  which  called  for  women  to  remain  at  home  and 
raise  children  (Ehrenreich  144-145).  The  majority,  like  the  League  of  Women  Voters, 
wanted  to  improve  women’s  lives  but  did  not  believe  that  the  ERA  would  help  women 
achieve  full  equality  (Rupp  and  Taylor  59-60). 

In  1949,  Anna  Lord  Strauss,  then  president  of  the  League  of  Women  Voters,  wrote 
that  members  of  her  organization  “think  of  themselves  as  citizens  first  and  as  women 
incidentally”  (qtd.  in  Rupp  and  Taylor  49).  This  was  Strauss’s  justification  for  distancing 
the  League  from  other  feminist  groups,  but  ironically,  it  is  strikingly  similar  to  the  position 
adopted,  some  forty  years  later,  by  postmodern  feminists  like  Julia  Kristeva,  who 
argues  for  the  elimination  of  binary  terms  like  “man”  and  “woman”  and  a focus  on  the 
shared  characteristics  of  all  human  beings  (Houston  228).  Members  of  the  League  did 
not  want  to  be  identified  solely  with  women’s  organizations  because  this  categorization 
would  have  limited  their  sphere  of  action  and  influence,  and  as  has  already  been 
shown,  they  were  concerned  with  a variety  of  issues  that  affected  men  and  women 
equally.  Thus,  one  of  the  League’s  most  important  contributions  to  future  generations 
of  feminists  was  to  serve  as  an  example  of  what  women  could  accomplish  in  positions 
of  leadership  (Rupp  and  Taylor  49). 
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The  League  also  served  as  a stepping  stone  in  the  careers  of  many  female  activists. 
Eleanor  Roosevelt,  one  of  the  most  politically  influential  females  of  the  twentieth  century, 
was  active  in  the  League  during  its  early  years.  Female  politicians  who  belonged  to 
the  League  included  the  ambassador  Eugenie  Anderson,  Senator  Maurine  Neuberger, 
Representative  Edith  Green,  Secretary  of  State  in  Connecticut  Ella  Grasso,  and  Olive 
Remington  Goldman  of  the  United  Nations  Commission  on  the  Status  of  Women 
(Kaledin  88-89).  Additionally,  members  of  the  League  frequently  went  on  to  be  involved 
in  other  activist  organizations.  One  such  woman  was  Lucia  Bequaert,  the  Executive 
Director  of  the  Boston  YWCA  in  the  1980s  (Kaledin  34). 

The  YWCA,  or  Young  Women’s  Christian  Association,  was  another  haven  for 
female  activists  during  the  1940s  and  1950s.  At  that  time,  women  were  growing  more 
concerned  with  racial  justice  and  civil  liberties  than  they  had  been  before.  This  was 
partly  due  to  an  awareness  that  had  been  growing  amongst  the  American  public  since 
World  War  II  of  the  hypocrisy  inherent  in  combating  fascism  abroad  while  maintaining 
racist  domestic  policies  (Lynn  107).  Over  time,  “the  issue  of  racial  equality  ...  became 
a litmus  test  for  progressive  activists,  a core  issue  of  those  concerned  with  social 
justice”  (Lynn  108).  Many  progressive  reformers  endorsed  racial  integration  but  did 
not  implement  it  within  their  own  organizations.  The  YWCA  was  one  of  the  few  groups 
to  do  so,  most  likely  due  to  its  religious  underpinnings — the  YWCA  grew  out  of  the 
Christian  evangelical  movement  of  the  late  nineteenth  century  and  called  for  the  love 
of  all  people,  regardless  of  skin  color  (Lynn  108-109).  Nonetheless,  the  move  from 
segregation  to  integration  was  slow  and  difficult,  taking  more  than  twenty  years  to 
complete.  The  first  victory  for  black  members  of  the  YWCA  came  in  1920,  when  they 
obtained  representation  on  local  boards  as  well  as  the  national  board  (Lynn  108). 
Throughout  the  1930s  and  early  1940s,  integration  spread  to  many  YWCA  chapters, 
and  in  1946,  the  national  convention  adopted  an  Interracial  Charter  which  established 
integration  as  the  YWCA’s  official  policy  (Lynn  1 09). 

By  adopting  integration,  the  YWCA  encouraged  its  members  to  form  relationships 
with  women  of  other  races  and  thereby  experience  the  falsity  of  racial  stereotypes 
firsthand  (Lynn  1 1 2).  It  was  believed  that  this  enlightening  experience  would  elicit 
indignation  in  YWCA  members  who  witnessed  racial  injustice  in  the  larger  society  and 
prompt  them  to  work  to  bring  about  its  eradication.  This  strategy  foreshadowed  the 
mantra,  popular  among  feminists  in  the  1960s,  that  the  “personal  is  political”: 
the  YWCA’s  efforts  to  change  the  consciousness  of  its  members 
about  racial  injustice  as  a means  of  changing  underlying  racist 
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attitudes  were  markedly  similar  to  the  later  attempt  of  the  women’s 
movement  to  transform  the  ideas  of  individual  women  about  gender 
relations  as  a means  of  transforming  those  relations.  (Lynn  122) 

This  tactic  generated  some  notable  successes.  Among  those  who  had  their 
consciousness  raised  by  the  YWCA  were  Casey  Hayden  and  Mary  King,  who  became 
important  figures  in  the  southern  civil  rights  group  known  as  the  Student  Non-Violent 
Coordinating  Committee,  or  SNCC,  in  the  1960s  (Lynn  114).  Thus,  the  YWCA,  like  the 
League  of  Women  Voters,  served  as  a springboard  into  other  political  organizations. 
What  is  more,  Hayden  and  King  helped  launch  the  women’s  movement  of  the  1960s 
with  their  paper  “Sex  and  Caste:  A Kind  of  Memo,”  which  protested  the  way  women 
were  treated  in  the  civil  rights  movement.  In  their  memo,  King  and  Hayden  note  that 
women  within  the  movement  were  all  too  frequently  relegated  to  secretarial  work  and 
excluded  from  full  participation  in  group  activities  (41).  King  and  Hayden  also  point  out 
the  hypocrisy  of  agitating  for  racial  equality  while  embracing  sexist  ideas  and  practices: 
Many  people  who  are  very  hip  to  the  implications  of  the  racial 
caste  system,  even  people  in  the  movement,  don't  seem  to  be 
able  to  see  the  sexual  caste  system  and  if  the  question  is  raised 
they  respond  with:  “That’s  the  way  it’s  supposed  to  be.  There  are 
biological  differences.”  Or  with  other  statements  which  recall  a white 
segregationist  confronted  with  integration.  (41) 

However,  this  ethical  appeal  did  not  find  favor  with  most  male  members  of  the  SNCC, 
who  dismissed  King  and  Hayden  with  ridicule  and  laughter  (Gitlin  169).  Undaunted, 
the  two  women  looked  elsewhere  for  allies,  circulating  their  memo  to  other  movement 
organizations,  including  Students  for  a Democratic  Society,  or  SDS.  Todd  Gitlin,  author 
of  The  Sixties:  Years  of  Hope.  Days  of  Rage  and  onetime  president  of  SDS,  recalls  the 
impact  of  King  and  Hayden’s  memo  on  a 1965  SDS  conference.  As  King  and  Hayden 
had  predicted  (42),  male  members  of  SDS  reacted  to  the  accusations  included  in  the 
memo  with  denial,  guilt,  and  confusion  (Gitlin  370).  Female  members,  on  the  other 
hand,  affirmed  that  they,  like  the  women  in  SNCC,  experienced  sexism  and  oppression 
both  without  the  movement  and  within  it.  Foreshadowing  the  larger  break  to  come, 
these  women  withdrew  from  their  male  peers: 

After  a while,  some  of  the  women  said  they  couldn’t  talk  about  these 
difficult  matters  in  the  presence  of  men,  and  there  were  enough 
of  them  and  the  force  of  the  mood  was  strong  enough  that  they 
picked  up  and  moved  to  another  room,  where,  feeling  the  frisson  of 
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having  crossed  some  invisible  line,  they  stayed  for  hours,  reading  the 
Hayden- King  memo  out  loud,  talked  in  personal  terms  about  their 
humiliation  in  SDS,  about  child-rearing,  sexual  exploitation,  the  roots 
of  their  subjection  in  marriages  and  movement  offices.  They  were 
dazzled  to  discover  they  held  grievances  in  common.  (Gitlin  370) 

Although  these  women  had  recognized  their  oppression,  they  postponed  actively 
working  to  end  it  for  a year  and  a half,  concentrating  instead  on  what  they  considered 
more  urgent  issues:  the  war  in  Vietnam  and  racial  equality  (Gitlin  370). 

Ironically,  the  war  in  Vietnam  provided  a catalyst  for  the  launch  of  an  independent 
women’s  movement.  One  of  the  slogans  of  the  anti-draft  movement  was  “Girls  say  yes 
to  boys  who  say  no,”  a sentiment  which  many  women  found  degrading  (Gitlin  371). 
SDS’s  continued  refusal  to  thoroughly  and  fairly  consider  the  issue  of  female  oppression 
caused  female  members  to  lose  patience  with  the  organization  and  commence 
holding  meetings  of  their  own.  In  1967,  female  activists  in  cities  such  as  Chicago  and 
New  York  began  conducting  consciousness-raising  sessions  (Gitlin  371).  At  these 
meetings,  attendees  discussed  their  lives  and  emotions  and,  in  the  process,  realized 
that  other  women  had  experienced  similar  events  and  feelings.  The  hope  of  organizers 
was  that  “participants  would  uncover  a collective  female  oppression,  which  ...  would 
ultimately  lead  women  to  join  together  in  rebelling  against  the  status  quo”  (Michals 
44).  Consciousness-raising  meetings  did,  in  fact,  provoke  women  to  act.  Some 
authored  essays  that  garnered  fame  and  infamy,  Anne  Koedt’s  “The  Myth  of  the  Vaginal 
Orgasm,”  Pat  Mainardi’s  “The  Politics  of  Housework,”  and  Robin  Morgan's  “Goodbye 
to  All  That”  among  them.  Other  women  preferred  more  direct,  dramatic  action.  In 
1968,  the  women’s  organization  New  York  Radical  Women,  or  NYRW,  vaulted  into  the 
national  spotlight  by  picketing  the  Miss  America  pageant  in  Atlantic  City,  New  Jersey. 
Over  a hundred  women  participated  in  the  protest,  crowning  a sheep  Miss  America, 
throwing  away  bras  and  girdles,  and  handing  out  leaflets.  It  was,  Debra  Michals  writes, 
“the  pivotal  moment — a sort  of  ‘Day  One’ — for  the  burgeoning  women’s  liberation 
movement”  (42). 

Monumental  though  the  Miss  America  protest  may  have  been,  it  was  also 
catastrophic  for  the  NYRW.  Having  attracted  the  attention  of  the  national  public, 
members  disagreed  on  how  to  best  capitalize  on  their  newfound  fame.  The  NYRW  split 
into  two  factions — on  one  side  were  those  who  advocated  additional  consciousness- 
raising  activities,  and  on  the  other  side  were  those  who  believed  consciousness-raising 
had  served  its  purpose  and  needed  to  be  discarded  in  favor  of  more  political  activism 
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in  the  vein  of  the  Miss  America  protest  (Michals  54).  Thus,  in  1968  and  1969,  the 
NYRW  dissolved  into  several  organizations  that  ranged  widely  in  their  techniques  and 
in  their  degree  of  radicalism  (Michals  54).  Redstockings,  the  least  radical  of  the  new 
groups,  relied  on  consciousness-raising  as  the  means  through  which  to  accomplish 
societal  revolution.  In  a 1969  manifesto,  Redstockings  members  asserted  that  every 
relationship  between  a male  and  a female  was  “a  class  relationship,  and  the  conflicts 
between  individual  men  and  women  are  political  conflicts  that  can  only  be  solved 
collectively”  and  that  consciousness-raising  was  a vehicle  for  such  collective  solutions: 
Our  chief  task  at  present  is  to  develop  female  class  consciousness 
through  sharing  experience  and  publicly  exposing  the  sexist 
foundation  of  all  our  institutions.  Consciousness-raising  is  not 
“therapy,”  which  implies  the  existence  of  individual  solutions  and 
falsely  assumes  that  the  male-female  relationship  is  purely  personal, 
but  the  only  method  by  which  we  can  ensure  that  our  program  for 
liberation  is  based  on  the  concrete  realities  of  our  lives.  (“Redstockings 
Manifesto”  408-409) 

At  the  opposite  end  of  the  spectrum  was  WITCH,  Women's  International  Terrorist 
Conspiracy  from  Hell.  WITCH  abandoned  consciousness-raising  and,  taking  inspiration 
from  groups  such  as  the  Yippies  and  the  Diggers,  turned  instead  to  street  theater, 
hoping  to  shock  onlookers  into  indignation  and  action  (Michals  55).  On  Halloween  in 
1968,  WITCH  performed  its  first  public  action,  with  women  appearing  on  Wall  Street 
dressed  as  witches  and  dramatically  bestowing  curses  upon  the  financial  district  for 
contributing  to  women’s  oppression  (Michals  55).  The  following  year,  WITCH  members 
wore  black  veils  to  a Bridal  Fair  in  Madison  Square  Garden  to  protest  marriage  for 
being  another  institution  of  female  subjugation  (Michals  55).  WITCH  was  intended  to 
empower  women,  but  its  outrageous  tactics  often  alienated  its  target  audience;  thus, 
the  group  ultimately  returned  to  consciousness-raising  (Michals  56). 

Despite  the  initial  doubts  of  some  feminists  that  consciousness-raising  would  lead  to 
overtly  political  action,  it  almost  invariably  did  so.  As  women  learned  that  many  others 
of  their  sex  shared  their  health  and  sexual  concerns,  they  were  prompted  to  establish 
women's  centers  and  rape  crisis  centers  throughout  the  nation  (Michals  59).  In  New 
York  state,  consciousness-raising  contributed  to  the  repeal  of  laws  prohibiting  abortion. 
When  fourteen  men  and  only  one  woman — a nun — were  called  to  testify  on  the  matter, 
Redstockings  staged  a meeting  at  which  three  hundred  men  and  women  exchanged 
tales  of  abortion.  One  of  the  attendees  at  this  meeting  was  Gloria  Steinem,  who 
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credits  this  experience  with  converting  her  to  feminism  and  who  later  became  one  of 
the  nation’s  most  prominent  feminists  (Michals  59).  Also  in  New  York,  consciousness- 
raising  led  one  women’s  rights  organization  to  stage  a sit-in  at  the  offices  of  Ladies’ 
Home  Journal  to  protest  the  magazine’s  stereotypical  depictions  of  women  and  its 
predominantly  male  staff.  The  group  demanded  sweeping  changes  in  the  magazine 
itself,  as  well  as  in  the  way  it  was  run: 

[Editor-in-chief  John  Mack]  Carter’s  resignation,  an  all-female  staff, 
free  day-care  centers  for  employee  children,  elimination  of  ads  that 
degrade  or  exploit  women,  of  the  focus  on  a lifestyle  in  which  there  is 
no  alternative  to  marriage  and  the  family,  of  articles  tied  to  advertising, 
of  back-to-the-home  romance  and  fiction  and  ....  one  issue  of  the 
magazine  edited  entirely  by  members  of  the  women’s  liberation 
movement,  (qtd.  in  Michals  59) 

Ladies’  Home  Journal  refused  to  accede  to  these  demands  in  their  entirety,  instead 
offering  a compromise.  The  protesters  were  given  control  of  an  eight-page  insert  in 
an  upcoming  issue,  accompanied  by  a $1 0,000  fee  for  the  writers  of  the  articles  in 
that  section,  and  were  guaranteed  coverage  by  major  media  outlets  such  as  ABC, 
Newsweek,  and  Atlantic  Monthly  (Michals  59).  Although  this  was  not  the  outcome 
protestors  had  envisioned,  it  marked  another  important  moment  in  the  women's  rights 
movement,  for  it  signaled  the  incorporation  of  feminist  ideals  into  the  mainstream 
culture.  This  incorporation  often  included  diluting  the  core  beliefs,  mottoes,  and 
goals  of  the  women’s  movement;  nonetheless,  it  can  safely  be  said  that  the  women’s 
movement  of  the  1 960s  “remains  one  of  the  most  profound  and  far-reaching  of  sixties 
social  movements,  continuing  into  the  present  and  influencing  the  enactment  of 
significant  social,  cultural,  economic,  and  political  changes  within  American  society” 
(‘“She’s  Leaving  Home’:  The  Women's  Liberation  Movement”  388). 

By  examining  the  activities  of  two  women’s  organizations,  the  League  of  Women 
Voters  and  the  YWCA,  during  the  1 940s  and  1 950s,  it  becomes  apparent  that 
females  in  this  period  did  not  completely  retreat  from  politics  and  confine  themselves 
to  homemaking.  On  the  contrary,  women  worked  for  a variety  of  causes,  including 
protection  of  civil  liberties,  collective  security,  and  lending  assistance  to  European 
countries  devastated  by  World  War  II.  Members  of  both  the  League  of  Women  Voters 
and  the  YWCA  fought  for  minority  rights,  but  the  YWCA  made  racial  equality  its  highest 
priority  and  led  by  example,  becoming  fully  integrated  in  1 946.  The  YWCA’s  work  for 
civil  rights  piqued  the  interest  of  many  women  who  subsequently  joined  civil  rights 
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groups  like  SNCC;  out  of  these  organizations,  in  turn,  the  women’s  rights  movement 
of  the  1 960s  was  born.  Although  this  new  wave  of  feminists  was  no  more  successful 
in  gaining  ratification  of  the  ERA  than  their  predecessors  had  been,  they  did  achieve 
significant  victories.  In  1963,  the  Kennedy  Administration  passed  the  Equal  Pay  Act, 
guaranteeing  that  men  and  women  performing  the  same  job  would  be  paid  equally 
for  their  labor.  Title  IX  of  the  Higher  Education  Act  was  passed  in  1972;  under  Title  IX, 
any  college  or  university  that  discriminated  against  women  faced  the  loss  of  federal 
funds.  The  following  year,  feminists  persuaded  the  government  to  pressure  telephone 
giant  AT&T  to  end  its  discriminatory  policies  toward  women  and  to  award  back  pay  to 
thousands  of  female  employees.  None  of  these  advances  would  have  been  possible 
without  the  women’s  movement,  which  convinced  many  Americans  that  women 
were  equal  to  men  and  thus  deserved  equal  rights  under  the  law,  and  the  women’s 
movement  of  the  1 960s  would  not  have  been  possible  without  the  political  activism  of 
females  in  the  1940s  and  1950s. 
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Jennifer  Harris 


My  Father  the  Murderer 

About  every  1 0 years  or  so,  my  father  tries  to  kill  me.  It’s  not  malicious  - he  doesn’t 
mean  to  - but  the  fact  is,  he’s  made  3 attempts  on  my  life  so  far.  He’s  a good  dad,  and 
I know  he  loves  me.  The  truth  is,  my  dad  is  very  supportive,  and  one  of  my  biggest 
fans.  He  just  has  occasional  moments  of  bad  judgment  - stunningly  bad  judgment. 

The  first  attempt  happened  when  I was  around  6 years  old.  It  was  time  for  me  to 
learn  to  ride  a bike.  I was  already  an  advanced  level  equestrian,  so  my  balance  was 
excellent.  Dad  got  the  idea  that  it  would  be  safest  to  teach  me  to  ride  in  the  cul-de- 
sac  across  from  our  house.  It  wasn’t  a large  cul-de-sac.  Only  four  homes  stood 
there.  The  road  in  the  cul-de-sac  was  a decent-sized  paved  crescent  with  four  large 
driveways  and  no  traffic.  The  only  other  person  in  sight  that  bright  July  morning  was 
a neighbor  who  was  mowing  his  front  lawn.  Dad  grabbed  the  back  of  my  bike,  said, 
“Don’t  forget  to  balance  yourself,”  and  shoved  me  down  the  hill. 

It’s  important  to  note  here  several  major  facts:  (1)  there  was  sand  all  over  the  cul- 
de-sac  for  some  unknown  reason;  (2)  there  was  a large  storm  drain  at  the  bottom  of 
the  cul-de-sac,  directly  in  my  path;  (3)  I didn’t  know  how  to  stop.  I was  used  to  my 
other  bike  with  the  training  wheels.  It  had  the  old  fashioned  brakes  - the  kind  where 
you  back  pedal  to  stop.  The  new  bike  had  hand  brakes,  and  I hadn’t  been  told  what 
those  extra  pieces  on  the  handlebars  were  for. 

So  there  I was,  hurtling  down  the  cul-de-sac,  heading  straight  for  the  large  storm 
sewer  drain  with  my  father's  voice  shouting,  “Stop!  Stop!”  in  the  background.  Stop? 

No  shit,  Sherlock,  but  how?  I was  backpedaling  like  crazy,  but  nothing  happened.  At 
a loss  for  other  ideas,  I tried  to  dig  my  heels  into  the  pavement  so  I would  at  least  slow 
down.  No  luck.  The  soles  of  my  sneakers  slid  right  over  the  grains  of  sand. 

The  next  thing  I knew,  I was  flying  through  the  air  in  slow  motion.  Even  at  the 
tender  age  of  6,  I knew  that  this  episode  of  hurtling  through  space  upside  down  was 
not  going  to  turn  out  well  for  me.  I hit  the  ground  with  a thud.  The  neighbor  who  had 
been  mowing  his  lawn  was  at  my  side  in  a flash.  It  took  a moment  for  the  shock  to 
wear  off,  but  once  it  did,  the  pain  hit  with  unbelievable  force.  As  my  neighbor  tried 
to  comfort  and  console  my  sobbing,  6-year-old  self,  all  I could  think  was,  “Why  isn’t 
Daddy  checking  on  me?  Is  he  angry  with  me?”  Moments  later,  my  mom  appeared, 
thanked  the  neighbor,  and  carried  me  into  the  house  mumbling  about  miracles  and 
thanking  God  I didn’t  break  my  neck. 

Years  later,  I learned  that  the  reason  my  dad  didn’t  appear  by  my  side  the  moment 
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I hit  the  ground  was  because  my  mom  had  come  outside  and  locked  eyes  on  me  only 
moments  before  I hit  the  curb  and  went  flying.  Apparently,  my  5’4”  mother  emitted 
a sound  that  was  so  animalistic  and  violent-sounding  that  my  6’3”  father  wisely  ran 
and  hid. 

The  next  attempt  came  when  I turned  1 6.  I got  my  brother’s  hand-me-down  car, 
and  I was  thrilled.  While  most  of  my  friends  were  driving  old  clunkers,  I got  a 2-year- 
old  red  Pontiac  Grand  Am  coupe.  I loved  that  car.  It  had  some  miles  on  it,  but  it  still 
ran  really  well.  It  was  also  really  fast,  and  handled  well  on  dry  land  and  in  the  rain.  The 
problem  was  with  the  tires  - they  were  running  dangerously  close  to  bald. 

By  the  time  November  rolled  around,  the  tires  were  almost  completely  bald.  It  was 
pointless  to  try  the  penny  test  because  there  weren’t  any  tread  left  to  measure  against 
the  penny.  Knowing  that  we  get  at  least  one  ice  storm  a year  here  in  Kansas  City,  I 
told  dad  about  the  tires  thinking  he  would  arrange  for  a new  set.  His  response  was 
somewhat  of  a shock  to  me.  He  said,  “We’ll  get  you  new  ones  in  the  spring."  What?! 

So,  I spent  my  first  winter  of  driving  learning  how  to  control  slides  and  fish-tailing. 
During  one  memorable  trip,  I was  taking  a friend  back  to  her  house  in  Prairie  Village. 
Most  of  the  residential  streets  in  that  city  are  lined  with  cars  parked  on  both  sides, 
leaving  a lane  down  the  middle  for  cars  to  squeeze  through.  At  the  top  of  her  street, 
my  beloved  car  started  to  fishtail.  Liz’s  house  was  at  the  other  end  of  this  block,  and 
it  was  all  downhill.  By  some  miracle,  I managed  to  control  the  fishtail  well  enough  that 
I didn’t  hit  a single  car  on  the  way  down  the  street.  I also  managed  to  stop  right  in 
front  of  her  house.  My  friend  was  quite  impressed  with  my  driving  skills,  and  I acted 
like  it  was  no  big  deal  and  I do  that  all  the  time.  The  moment  she  left  the  car,  I nearly 
threw  up. 

When  I got  home,  I mentioned  the  incident  to  dad.  At  first  he  thought  I was 
exaggerating,  but  as  I told  him  the  story  a second  time,  my  mom  entered  the  room. 

I’m  not  sure  my  storytelling  improved  dramatically  the  second  time  or  if  it  was  the 
murderous  look  in  my  mom's  eyes  that  changed  his  mind,  but  I got  a new  set  of  tires 
the  very  next  day. 

Age  26  passed  without  another  attempt  and  I began  to  think  I was  safe.  Perhaps 
the  problem  was  that  bike  riding  and  car  driving  were  just  too  easy  to  make  mistakes 
with  his  parenting.  Surely  now  that  I had  passed  those  two  major  obstacles,  and  I had 
nothing  dangerous  left  to  learn  from  my  father,  I’d  be  safe  right?  Wrong. 

I was  about  29  years  old  and  in  the  throes  of  several  medical  issues,  the  treatments 
caused  a multitude  of  problems.  Everything  from  depression  to  lethargy  to  weight  gain 
came  with  the  package.  Dad  could  see  that  I was  miserable  so,  being  a diabetic  and 
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in  need  of  some  weight  loss  himself,  he  came  up  with  a plan  that  would  help  us  both 
lose  weight.  He  decided  that  if  we  went  cold  turkey  and  cut  off  all  sweets  and  other 
foods  that  we  like,  neither  one  of  us  would  stick  to  the  plan.  Instead,  he  decided  that 
we  should  alternate  - one  day  we  could  eat  anything  we  wanted  and  the  next  day  we 
wouldn’t  eat  any  white  flour  or  sugar  of  any  kind.  After  all,  anybody  can  get  through 
one  day  like  that,  right? 

The  first  week  was  okay,  but  I noticed  that  I was  feeling  really  tired  and  irritable.  I 
thought  it  was  because  it  was  spring  time,  and  my  allergies  are  always  worse  in  the 
spring.  Things  got  much  worse  the  second  week  though.  I started  having  trouble 
focusing,  and  I noticed  I was  having  more  blood  sugar  problems  than  usual.  I’m 
hypoglycemic,  so  some  issues  are  normal,  but  this  was  bordering  on  the  ridiculous.  I 
was  having  at  least  one  “crash”  a day,  which  means  that  my  blood  sugar  was  dipping 
down  so  low,  it  was  reaching  dangerous  levels. 

By  the  third  week,  I was  really  in  trouble.  I couldn’t  get  out  of  bed,  and  my  blood 
sugar  was  completely  unpredictable.  I had  at  least  two  crashes  a day.  I was  getting 
scared,  so  I called  my  doctor  who  made  me  an  emergency  appointment.  As  it  turns 
out,  because  I’m  a reactive  hypoglycemic,  having  all  the  sugar,  starch,  and  white  flour  I 
want  one  day,  and  then  completely  cutting  it  out  the  next  was  doing  a lot  of  harm.  My 
system  was  soaring  to  major  blood  sugar  highs,  then  crashing  down  to  dangerous  lows 
because  of  the  lack  of  consistency.  My  doctor  lectured  me  about  fad  diets  and  asked 
me  if  I was  trying  to  kill  myself.  “No,”  I thought  to  myself,  “but  apparently  my  dad  is.” 

When  I called  dad  that  afternoon  to  tell  him  what  the  doctor  said,  he  replied,  “You 
know,  I thought  I wasn’t  feeling  too  well.  That  must  be  what  it  is.”  He  didn’t  seem  too 
concerned,  so  I pointed  out  that  he  could  have  sent  us  both  into  diabetic  shock.  He 
paused  for  a moment  then  said,  “You  know,  honey,  you  really  should  stop  listening 
to  me.” 

So  there  they  are  - the  three  attempts  on  my  life  so  far.  Does  he  do  these  things 
because  he  hates  me?  No,  I really  don’t  believe  that’s  it.  In  fact,  I know  dad  loves  me, 
and  I even  think  he  likes  me.  We  get  along  really  well  and  always  have  fun  together.  So 
what’s  the  problem?  Why  the  occasional  attempts  to  kill  me? 

I have  a theory  about  this.  I think  it’s  a simple  case  of  an  intelligent  person  doing 
stupid  things.  We’ve  all  been  there.  The  interesting  thing  is,  the  smarter  someone  is, 
the  dumber  their  mistakes  tend  to  be.  It’s  like  that  story  I saw  on  TV  one  time  about 
a Harvard  graduate  who  gave  all  of  her  money  to  a scam  artist.  Smart  people  aren’t 
infallible,  they’re  just  smart. 

My  dad  is  a very  smart  man.  He  holds  an  engineering  degree  from  a college  that 
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shall  remain  nameless  in  this  particular  piece  to  save  them  from  embarrassment. 

Under  normal  circumstances,  I’m  sure  they’d  be  more  than  happy  to  be  associated 
with  him,  but  like  all  people,  he’s  done  some  stupid  stuff,  and  this  essay  highlights 
those  incidents.  That’s  the  heart  of  it  right  there  really  - these  are  just  a few  incidents 
scattered  across  a lifetime  of  intelligent  actions  and  decisions. 

Nobody’s  perfect,  and  things  are  rarely  as  they  seem  on  the  surface  - perhaps 
that’s  the  best  lesson  my  dad  could  ever  teach  me.  The  bike  incident  looked  bad,  but 
Dad’s  intent  wasn’t  to  harm  me,  it  was  to  teach  me  to  ride  a bike  in  a safe  environment. 
The  cul-de-sac  was  an  enclosed  space  with  no  traffic  - sounds  safe  to  me.  His 
methods  may  have  left  something  to  be  desired,  but  they  weren't  malicious.  Same 
thing  with  the  tires  - he  wasn’t  hoping  that  I’d  get  into  an  accident.  I’m  not  sure  what 
the  logic  was,  but  I’m  sure  that  in  his  mind,  he  had  a great  reason  for  waiting  until 
spring.  The  diet  was  meant  as  a way  to  help  with  my  health.  He’s  not  a doctor  - he 
didn’t  know  what  effects  that  would  have  on  me,  and  in  all  fairness,  it  didn’t  dawn  on 
me  either. 

Most  people  love  their  kids  and  want  to  be  the  perfect  parent.  The  problem  is  it’s 
just  not  possible.  It  doesn’t  matter  how  smart  you  are,  how  careful  you  are,  or  how 
many  classes  you’ve  taken  - mistakes  will  happen.  No  one  can  safeguard  a child  from 
every  possible  danger  - especially  when  that  danger  comes  from  a well-intentioned 
parent.  Bumps  and  bruises,  tears  and  hurt  feelings  are  going  to  happen  to  every  child, 
and  that's  probably  a good  thing.  Without  mistakes  and  minor  mishaps,  a child  would 
never  learn  to  take  a fall  or  deal  with  disappointment.  So  no  parent  should  feel  inferior 
because  of  the  occasional  mistake.  In  fact,  I think  the  best  anyone  can  do  is  what 
my  father  did:  love  your  kids,  do  the  best  you  can  for  them,  and  try  not  to  shove  them 
down  a sandy  cul-de-sac. 
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Nathan  Kramer 


Growing  up  with  Death 

At  first  I really  didn’t  grasp  why  Grandpa  wanted  us  to  build  his  coffin.  I was  ten 
years  old  and  had  a knack  for  wood-working.  My  father  had  a shop  dedicated  to  the 
art,  so  I had  a playground  full  of  fun  wood-working  tools  to  play  with.  He  taught  me 
many  different  wood-working  techniques,  and  we  had  many  projects  that  we  worked 
long  hours  on  bringing  life  to  the  wood. 

It  was  a typical  Midwest  fall  day.  The  air  smelled  of  freshly  harvested  corn  and  dried 
oak  leaves.  These  smells  carried  through  the  air  on  a cool,  gentle  breeze.  My  father 
and  I were  doing  what  every  red  blooded  Nebraska  man  does  on  a Saturday,  listening 
to  the  radio  as  the  Big  Red  Machine  beat  up  some  rival  football  team,  when  all  of  a 
sudden,  my  grandfather  poked  his  head  around  the  corner. 

“What’s  the  score?” 

“Twenty  one  to  nothing,  Grandpa.” 

“Good!  Where  is  your  father?  I want  to  speak  with  him.” 

I bellowed  into  the  air.  “Dad,  Grandpa  wants  to  see  you!” 

From  the  depths  of  the  shop,  my  father  appeared  and  wandered  off  with  Grandpa, 
talking  and  gesturing  for  quite  some  time.  In  fact,  they  were  gone  for  such  a long  time; 

I didn’t  even  notice  that  Grandpa  had  left  as  my  father  approached. 

“Son,  it’s  time.” 

Grandpa  had  terminal  liver  cancer,  and  it  had  spread  to  most  of  his  other  major 
organs.  The  reason  that  he  had  shown  up  that  day  was  to  inform  my  father  that  it  was 
time  to  start  the  creation  of  his  coffin. 

My  father  wanted  to  come  up  with  a design  that  would  represent  my  grandfather 
and  his  contributions  to  our  lives.  So  we  decided  on  fruit  trees,  which  represented  my 
grandfather,  bearing  different  types  of  fruit  - his  offspring.  This  design  would  illustrate 
the  different  flavors  of  attitudes  and  energy  his  ten  children  constantly  fed  the  world. 
Each  piece  of  fruit  would  be  distinctive  by  its  sight  and  smell.  The  different  types  of 
wood  defined  each  child’s  attitude.  Cherry  wood  represented  the  heart-felt  sorrow 
of  this  tragedy  as  well  as  the  strength  of  his  bloodline.  Pine  wood  symbolized  the 
freshness  and  comforting  fragrance  of  new  life.  Oak  signified  the  strength  and  durability 
illustrated  daily  in  Grandpa’s  life.  My  favorite,  Mahogany,  embodied  his  resilience  as 
time  passed  and  difficulties  that  surfaced.  Each  piece  was  carved  and  then  inlaid  into 
the  wooden  tomb  with  masterful  precision. 

Four  weeks  passed,  and  we  had  finally  finished  our  cherished  labor.  My  father 
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instructed  me  to  line  the  pick-up  truck  with  blankets  so  when  we  placed  the  coffin 
inside,  our  masterpiece  would  not  be  scratched  or  damaged. 

“Are  you  ready  to  show  Grandpa  our  present,  Son?”  my  father  asked. 

“Present?  Dad,  how  is  this  a present?” 

“Son,  seeing  the  detail  and  love  in  this  coffin  before  he  dies,  and  knowing  that  his 
son  and  grandson  masterfully  brought  his  life  alive  in  the  wood  that  will  lay  him  to  rest, 
will  bring  joy  and  peace  of  mind  to  him  in  his  time  of  death.  That  will  be  the  best  gift  to 
the  closing  of  a wonderful  life  lived.” 

“I  don’t  understand,  Dad,”  I said  with  a confused  look  on  my  face. 

My  father  was  strangely  confident.  “Just  wait  and  see,  Nathan.” 

We  jumped  into  the  pick-up  and  drove  out  to  Grandpa  and  Grandma’s  house  in 
the  quaint  neighboring  town  of  Colderidge.  Excitement  was  building  within  me.  I know 
it  sounded  morbid,  but  I was  excited  to  see  what  my  grandfather  would  think  of  his 
handcrafted  coffin  built  by  my  dad  and  me. 

We  arrived,  and  I sprang  from  the  still  moving  truck  like  a startled  jack  rabbit.  I 
raced  to  the  front  door,  beckoning  Grandma  and  Grandpa  to  come  and  see  what  we 
had  brought. 

My  grandmother  greeted  me  at  the  door.  She  said  that  Grandpa  was  still  in  bed 
and  that  he  would  be  up  later  to  see  me.  I grasped  her  hand  and  pulled  her  toward 
the  pick-up’s  bed  like  a tractor  in  a tractor  pull,  yanking  and  jolting  its  cargo.  By  the 
time  we  got  close,  Dad  had  taken  the  cover  off,  and  the  golden  sunlight  painted  our 
masterpiece  elegantly. 

“Grandma,  do  you  like  it?”  Her  hand  left  mine  and  went  to  her  face. 

“Nathan,  Chuck,”  her  voice  stumbling,  tears  began  to  trickle  down  her 
fragile  face. 

“It’s  beautiful!  It’s  real!”  she  said. 

My  father  immediately  went  to  embrace  her,  almost  swallowing  her,  refusing  to  let 
go.  I stood  torn,  jagged  and  confused,  wondering  what  to  do  and  say.  Something 
warm  touched  my  shoulder,  something  familiar.  Startled,  I turned  to  see  Grandpa 
standing  next  to  me. 

“What’s  all  the  commotion  out  here?” 

“Grandpa!  Dad  and  I finished  your  gift,  and  when  Grandma  saw  it,  she  started 
crying!”  I explained. 

“Well  then,  let's  see  just  what  caused  all  this  fuss.”  Grandpa  approached  the  pick- 
up truck  and  peered  over  the  side. 

“Chuck,  this  might  be  some  of  your  best  work.  Let’s  see  if  it  fits.” 


essays 


30 


I jumped  onto  the  pick-up  bed,  ripped  off  the  two  lids,  and  assisted  my  grandfather 
as  he  positioned  himself  into  place. 

“What  does  it  feel  like,  Grandpa?” 

A hand  appeared  from  the  coffin,  calling  me  to  come  and  take  hold  of  it.  As  I 
grasped  his  hand,  it  enveloped  me,  telling  me  a story  of  a once  young,  talented, 
ambitious  man  who  had  raised  five  boys  and  five  girls,  and  the  adventures  he  lived.  My 
eyes  traveled  from  the  kind,  storytelling  embrace  of  his  hand  up  to  his  eyes.  It  was  as 
if  my  grandfather’s  eyes  were  peering  into  my  soul.  I was  frightened,  yet  comforted,  as 
his  countenance  was  filled  with  thankfulness  and  love.  And  then  Grandpa  closed  his 
eyes  and  exhaled  his  last  breath. 


“Move  on,  Kramer,”  Dr.  Hanvey  whispered  into  my  ear  as  he  crept  away.  “He  has 
lost  too  much  blood.” 

“I  am  not  giving  up,  Lieutenant!”  I was  disgusted  with  his  prognosis. 

“Others  need  your  attendance.  Move  on.  That  is  an  order!” 

At  that  moment  it  felt  like  the  darkness  of  night  grew  even  darker  and  pressed 
down  on  me  with  the  weight  of  a thousand  tanks  rolling  across  the  desert  floor.  Muzzle 
flashes  were  the  only  illumination  in  sight,  each  flash  mapping  out  the  surrounding 
terrain.  Fear  and  death  comprised  the  aroma  that  filled  my  nostrils.  Warmth  from 
Private  Prewitt’s  femoral  artery  flooded  the  cold,  jagged  and  unforgiving  ground. 

“Prewitt,  forgive  me,”  I begged  in  a solemn  voice. 

Private  Prewitt  then  opened  his  eyes.  His  breathing  was  growing  rapid  and  shallow, 
yet  the  most  peaceful  look  came  over  his  face.  He  gestured  to  his  hand,  which  he 
raised  with  an  unknown  strength  and  which  remained,  inexplicably,  propped  up.  I had 
experienced  death  before,  and  I wanted  to  fight  for  Prewitt’s  life.  I wanted  to  beat  death 
like  Cassius  Clay  beat  his  foes  in  the  ring.  But  in  that  moment,  I flashed  back  to  my 
youth.  I had  experienced  death  before.  I knew  how  to  let  go. 

I remembered  how  my  Grandfather  was  comforted  in  his  journey  to  the  other  side 
by  the  grasp  of  my  innocent  hand  in  his.  I scooped  up  Private  Prewitt’s  hand  and 
embraced  it,  escorting  him  into  the  afterlife.  Then  I looked  over  my  shoulder  as  if  my 
Grandfather  were  there,  prompting  me,  guiding  me. 

From  that  day  forward,  I’ve  felt  Private  Prewitt  and  my  Grandfather  embracing  my 
hand.  I feel  their  embrace  leading  me  through  my  struggles,  comforting  me,  and  urging 
me  to  continue  striving  forward,  just  as  they  did  in  their  lives. 

They  moved  forward,  even  in  death. 
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So  now  I move  forward.  I served  three  strenuous,  long  years  in  Iraq,  watching 
soldiers  around  me  falter,  wane,  and  break  under  the  non-stop  assault  of  evil.  But  I 
continued  to  press  on.  And  when  I had  to  decide  whether  to  enlist  permanently  or 
leave  the  military  honorably,  my  heart  pounded  out  the  answer.  It  was  time  to  move 
forward,  even  in  uncertainty.  I want  to  fulfill  my  own  potential.  I owed  it  to  Grandpa  and 
Prewitt.  It’s  not  that  hard.  I just  followed  their  lead. 
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Maddie  Covalt 


Incoming  Call:  Private 

I woke  up  on  the  hard  wood  of  my  bedroom  floor  in  a daze,  unsure  of  what  exactly 
has  just  transpired.  The  ceiling  fan  spun  idly,  with  its  one  working  light  bulb  barely 
lighting  the  room.  I sat  up  realizing  the  fury  that  had  just  consumed  me  had  caused 
to  lose  my  mind  for  a minute.  My  head  ached  as  I looked  round  for  the  phone  I had 
thrown.  It  sat,  flipped  open  and  staring  at  me.  Incoming  call:  Private,  it  read.  I waited  for 
the  faint  ring  tone  to  stop;  that  ring  tone  made  my  skin  crawl.  27  missed  calls. 

My  whole  body  ached;  depression  was  a horrible  thing.  Able  to  strike  down  any 
motivation  and  care  with  a brass  knuckled  backhand.  The  pain  shred  my  body  like 
shrapnel  through  paper.  Why?  Why  does  this  always  happen?  I thought  to  myself.  Why 
do  I feel  like  I still  love  him?  The  phone  screen  lit  up  again,  I ncoming  Call:  Private. 

I had  broken  up  with  my  boyfriend  of  almost  six  years.  It  was  a long  and  tumultuous 
relationship,  full  of  mental  and  emotional  abuse.  I had  always  told  myself  before  I was  in 
that  relationship,  I would  leave  someone  in  an  instant  if  they  ‘abused’  me.  By  ‘abused’ 
at  that  time,  I meant  physical  abuse.  I had  no  idea  what  abuse  could  be. 

I fell  in  love  with  him.  He  was  sweet  at  first,  and  he  showered  me  with  attention.  I 
began  to  spend  all  of  my  time  with  him.  I hardly  ever  saw  my  friends  and  family.  But  I 
was  happy  for  a while,  long  enough  to  truly  fall  in  love.  However,  his  attention  turned 
controlling  and  his  love  began  to  feel  more  like  prison.  I felt  trapped  and  worthless.  So 
I moved  away  for  college,  to  put  some  distance  between  us.  I still  ended  up  dating  him 
for  three  more  years,  the  worst  three  years  of  my  life.  But  this,  this  was  the  end.  I was 
determined. 

The  phone  was  ringing  again,  thirty  second  intervals.  Rage  built  inside  me  in 
an  instant. 

“What?!?”  I screamed  into  the  phone,  hoping  that  his  ear  was  pressed  anxiously 
against  the  receiver. 

“Stop  fucking  hanging  up  on  me,  bitch!” 

Click,  I slapped  the  phone  shut  as  he  shouted  more  obscenities  at  me.  I let  out 
an  inhuman  roar  of  anger  as  I chucked  my  phone  against  my  bedroom  wall.  I stood 
heaving,  almost  hyperventilating,  with  anger  as  I watched  glittery  flakes  of  cell  phone 
float  to  the  floor  in  the  still  room.  Shit,  I thought,  I don’t  have  money  for  a new  phone. 
This  made  me  angrier.  I went  on  a rampage  in  my  room,  knocking  off  everything 
on  every  surface  of  my  room.  I stared  at  the  floor  for  sometime  before  sobbing  and 
crumpling  into  a heap  in  the  center  of  my  room. 
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My  crying  constricted  my  chest  in  a painful,  hollow  feeling  I can  only  describe  as 
heartache.  I rolled  and  rocked  to  try  and  stifle  the  pain,  but  it  only  built  until  I became 
truly  intolerable.  I couldn’t  cry  hard  enough  to  make  the  pain  go  away.  I just  cried  harder 
and  harder  until  I had  exhausted  myself.  I lay  motionless  on  the  floor,  staring  at  the  dust 
bunnies  that  had  collected  under  one  of  my  dressers. 

Knock  Knock,  “Are  you  okay?”  My  sister  was  at  my  door. 

“Go  away!”  I snapped  and  listened  as  she  hesitated  and  walked  away. 

The  house  phone  was  ringing,  but  I didn’t  move  from  my  place  on  the  floor. 

“There’s  a private  call,  are  you  gonna  answer  it?”  my  sister  called  from  the 
living  room. 

I didn’t  answer  and  continued  to  lie  on  the  cold  wood  floor.  The  phone  rang 
incessantly  for  nearly  five  minutes  before  falling  silent.  I pulled  myself  from  the  floor  and 
repositioned  myself  on  my  bed.  I looked  at  the  clock;  it  was  ten  minutes  before  class 
started.  I wasn't  going.  I curled  into  a fetal  position,  knowing  that  if  I didn’t  go  to  class, 

I would  fail;  I didn’t  care. 

The  house  phone  started  ringing  again.  I looked  at  it  vacantly  for  a second  before 
picking  it  up.  "Hello,”  I said,  still  on  the  verge  of  tears. 

“Please  stop  hanging  up  on  me,  baby,”  he  said  in  a gentle  voice,  which  I knew  was 
an  act. 

“I  don’t  want  to  talk  to  you.” 

“Please,  look,  I just  love  you  so  much,  baby.  I need  to  see  you,  please  come 
see  me.” 

My  anger  was  hiding  just  under  the  surface  of  my  sorrow.  “I  already  told  you 
I can’t!” 

“Yes  you  can!”  he  screamed  back,  apparently  his  was  too. 

“No,  I fucking  can’t!  I have  school  tomorrow  and  a huge  test  and  I’m  not  going  to 
drive  three  and  a half  hours  to  see  someone  I don’t  want  to  see!” 

“Why?” 

“I  just  fucking  told  you,”  I roared.  “I  have  school  and  I don’t  want  to  see  you!” 

“Why?” 

“Because  you  treat  me  like  shit,  you  don’t  actually  love  me;  you  just  hate  the 
thought  of  losing  me,  and  you  cheated  on  me  with  that  dirty  whore!”  I slammed  the 
phone  down.  Although  I was  furious,  I didn’t  have  the  energy  to  go  on  another  tirade. 

I just  laid  back  down  and  waited  for  the  phone  to  start  ringing  again.  It  did. 

“What?”  I said  calmly. 

“Stop  fucking  hanging  up  on  me!” 
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“Stop  fucking  calling  a hundred  times  in  a row  when  I do,”  I mocked. 

“Fuck  you!  I’m  going  to  go  slit  my  fucking  wrists  right  now!  See  you  in  Hell!” 

This  time  he  hung  up  on  me.  Fuck,  I thought,  not  again.  This  wasn’t  the  first  time 
he’d  threatened  to  kill  himself.  He  was  trying  to  get  me  to  freak  out  and  call  him  back 
begging  him  not  to  take  his  own  life.  He  wanted  me  to  call  up  pleading  and  crying, 
saying,  “Please  don’t  kill  yourself,  baby.  I’ll  do  anything!” 

But  for  the  first  time,  I didn't.  I was  scared.  If  he  killed  himself,  I would  have  killed 
myself  out  of  guilt.  It  would’ve  been  my  fault,  or  that's  what  he  wanted  me  to  think.  If  he 
wanted  to  kill  himself  though,  that  was  his  choice.  I couldn’t  stop  him.  I waited  tensely, 
wanting  the  phone  to  ring  again.  Resisting  the  urge  to  pick  it  up  and  dial  his  number. 

I watched  the  shadows  of  the  fan  blades  pass  lazily  across  my  paint  spotted  ceiling.  I 
wasn’t  thinking  or  feeling,  but  I was  just  numb. 

The  phone  rang.  I jerked  up,  startled  by  the  abrasive  ring.  I took  a deep  breath, 
relieved.  I picked  up  the  phone,  “Hello?” 

“You  fucking  bitch,  you  were  going  to  let  me  die.  Well,  now  I really  am  going  to 
kill  myself!” 

“I  can’t  stop  you,”  I said  nonchalantly. 

“Yes,  you  can!  Come  see  me!” 

“No,  I’m  not  going  to  play  this  stupid  game  anymore.  I’m  not  going  to  come  see 
you.  I can’t  and  I don’t  want  to.” 

“Yes,  you  can,  just  come  see  me!”  He  was  crying,  or  at  least  pretending  to,  I 
couldn’t  tell  anymore.  I didn’t  answer  him.  “God,  you’re  such  a heartless  bitch!  Then  I’m 
coming  down  there!” 

“No,  don't,”  I said,  more  panicked  than  I had  meant  to  sound.  The  last  thing  I 
wanted  was  for  him  to  come  and  see  me. 

“I’m  going  to  come  down  there  and  you’ll  be  sorry  I did!” 

I was  outraged.  “What?!  Are  you  threatening  me  now,  you  fucking  dick!” 

If  that  bastard  couldn’t  have  me  and  couldn’t  kill  himself,  he  was  going  to  try  and 
hurt  me.  That  was  it,  I was  done. 

“You  know  what,”  I asked.  “Fuck  you!  If  you  want  to  waste  your  time  driving  down 
here,  you  can,  but  I’ll  have  the  police  waiting  for  you  and  a restraining  order  to  wave  in 
your  face  when  they  put  you  in  the  back  of  the  car.  So  don’t  even  fucking  try!” 

“Fuck  you!  Fuck  you!  Fuck  you!”  I took  the  phone  off  my  ear  and  listened  to  him 
scream  on  the  other  end.  “You  fucking  bitch,  you’ll  be  sorry,  you  whore.  I'll  fucking 
make  you  sorry!” 

“Go  ahead  and  try,  you  son  of  a bitch!”  With  that,  I ripped  the  phone  out  of  the  wall 
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and  threw  it  against  my  bathroom  door.  It  broke. 

I sat  on  my  bed  as  a shot  of  fear  ran  up  my  spine,  causing  me  to  shiver  a little.  I 
didn't  think  he'd  come.  He’d  always  been  all  talk,  but  I didn’t  want  to  stay  alone  in  my 
house  that  night.  I found  the  cordless  phone  and  called  one  of  my  male  friends  to  stay 
the  night  on  the  couch.  Even  though  I knew  I had  at  least  three  hours,  I still  moved  my 
car  to  the  back  of  my  house,  grabbed  my  baseball  bat,  turned  off  the  lights,  and  sat 
silently  in  my  living  room. 

As  I came  back  in  my  house  from  moving  my  car,  relief  came  over  me  like  a bucket 
of  ice  water  on  the  hottest  summer  day.  I knew  it  was  finally  over  between  him  and  me. 
I had  finally  stood  up  to  him  and  stayed  standing.  It  was  the  first  time  I had  ever  been 
able  to  do  that.  I smiled  to  myself  and  thought  in  the  darkness,  is  that  happiness  I feel? 
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Justin  Dallavis 


My  Stump 

When  I was  about  five  years,  old  my  mom  would  read  The  Giving  Tree  to  me  every 
night.  The  smooth  green  bookcover  would  face  me  as  she  sat  on  the  edge  of  my 
bed,  reading  how  much  the  tree  loved  her  boy.  The  soft  light  and  the  smooth  flow 
of  Shel  Silverstein  would  sooth  me  to  sleep.  That  book  would  have  come  in  handy 
on  the  drive.  My  mom  would  read  how  through  the  years,  the  tree  would  always  be 
there  for  the  boy.  When  the  boy  had  his  first  kiss,  it  was  under  the  tree.  When  the  boy 
grew  into  a man,  his  boat  and  home  were  built  from  the  tree.  Greedy  little  bastard,  he 
reminds  me  of  myself.  Sometimes,  even  when  the  boy  was  an  old  man,  it  appeared 
that  the  tree  was  no  longer  alive.  Just  a stump,  the  tree  was  still  there  for  the  old  man 
to  rest.  Whenever  I think  of  my  mother,  it  is  those  nights  that  play  like  a movie  in  my 
head.  Resting  my  head  on  her  leg,  so  I could  get  a better  view  of  the  pictures.  Her 
prickly  legs  poked  my  cheek.  It  never  bothered  me,  but  she  would  get  mad  when 
I asked  why  her  legs  were  sometimes  like  a cactus.  Without  even  looking  at  her,  I 
could  tell  by  her  tone  that  she  was  annoyed  with  me.  But  she  would  just  tell  me  to  be 
quiet  and  listen  to  the  story  or  she  was  going  to  stop  reading,  so  obviously  I listened. 
Forget  that,  my  mom  had  no  idea  what  false  threats  were.  No  matter  how  mad  she 
would  get,  she  always  smiles  after  lecturing  and  telling  me  with  her  sparkling  blue  eyes, 
which  reminded  me  of  the  ocean,  that  she  would  always  love  me.  When  the  story  had 
finished,  I asked  her  why  the  tree  still  loved  the  boy  even  though  he  cut  her  down.  She 
simply  told  me,  “Because,  Justin,  she  loved  the  boy,  just  like  I love  you.”  Moms  always 
know  the  right  thing  to  say. 

★ * ★ 

“Five  more  minutes  until,  Kansas  City,”  the  bus  driver  announced  over  the  speakers, 
awaking  me  like  an  unbearable  alarm  clock.  I grabbed  my  bags  and  made  sure  I was 
the  first  one  off.  I walked  so  fast,  my  ass  was  waddling.  I made  a b-line  to  the  front  of 
Union  Station,  hoping  there  would  be  a taxi  waiting  for  a customer.  I needed  my  bed. 

I needed  to  get  out  of  this  hellhole.  At  this  point,  the  combination  of  being  tired  and 
anxious  was  driving  me  crazy.  Of  course,  there  wasn’t  a cab  waiting.  Why  would  there 
be?  I turned  around  and  headed  to  a payphone  to  call  the  first  taxi  service  I could  find. 
An  overly  angry  lady  answered  and  I told  her  where  I was.  She  responded  with  the 
tone  of  this  hatred  for  her  job  lingering  in  her  voice,  “The  green  checked  cab  129  is  on 
his  way  and  make  SURE  you  do  not  get  in  any  other  cab.”  Then  she  hung  up.  I felt  like 
my  principal  was  lecturing  me;  it  was  terrible.  Why  can’t  everyone  just  be  friendly?  She 
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doesn’t  know  me;  we  have  never  had  a conversation  before,  so  why  does  she  have  to 
be  so  rude?  Things  like  that  just  confused  me.  Why  be  rude  to  someone  whom  you 
don’t  know? 

I went  back  outside  and  sure  enough,  there  were  three  cabs  waiting  and  none  of 
them  were  green,  checkered,  or  numbered  129.  The  brisk  air  stayed  in  St.  Louis  that 
night  apparently,  because  it  was  so  cold,  my  snot  was  freezing  to  my  face.  Well  not 
really,  but  I think  it  would  have  if  I had  not  wiped  my  nose  to  the  point  of  pink  pain.  It 
was  so  cold;  I told  myself  that  if  that  cab  driver  did  not  get  here  in  ten  minutes,  I was 
going  hop  into  another  cab.  Right  under  the  clock,  I waited,  as  the  slow  minute  hand 
lazily  slid  down  the  clock,  echoing  eternity.  Twenty  minutes  out  in  the  cold,  I waited.  I 
was  too  big  of  a pansy  to  hop  into  a different  cab.  I was  sure  that  the  crazy  taxi  lady 
would  find  me  at  the  dorms  and  force  me  to  pay  her  for  not  getting  into  her  cab.  She 
was  a bitch  and  I’m  sure  she  would  have  gone  after  me.  At  last,  I saw  the  green 
checkered  cab  pull  up.  Forty  dollars  later,  I was  at  the  dorms  and  happy  as  a kid  on 
the  last  day  of  school;  oddly  enough,  school  was  about  to  begin. 

I strolled  up  to  the  front  door  and  placed  my  id  card  in  front  of  the  scanner. 

Wouldn’t  ya  know  it.  The  little  light  flashed  green  for  a split  second  and  then  it  went  red 
again,  which  meant  only  one  thing.  My  card  was  not  being  read.  I thought  to  myself 
with  deep  desperation,  “Maybe  it  was  a glitch.”  I tried  once  more,  and  got  the  same 
result.  Locked  out,  isn’t  that  some  shit.  My  phone  was  dead  at  this  point  and  had  no 
way  of  getting  in,  so  I resorted  to  roam  around  the  campus  and  hope  to  find  security 
strategy. 

I walked  over  to  the  Marian  Center,  to  see  if  there  was  any  security  there.  I found 
out  from  some  construction  workers,  which  were  working  on  removing  asbestos  from 
the  ceiling,  that  there  was  no  security  on  campus.  It  was  always  nice  to  find  out  that 
there  is  asbestos  in  the  building  that  I eat  in  everyday.  Some  days  I prayed  for  death, 
but  the  slow  painful  death  of  lung  cancer  really  had  no  appeal.  So  I walked  to  the 
other  side  of  the  campus,  in  case  there  was  someone.  But  there  was  no  one.  While 
at  the  other  side  of  the  campus,  I saw  someone  shuffle  into  Carondelet.  I missed  my 
chance.  If  I had  waited,  I would  have  been  inside.  I did  not  notice  the  person  until  the 
door  had  made  its  loud  slam  shut.  For  a split  second,  I had  a glimmer  of  hope  that  a 
person  came  out  to  smoke  a cig.  Sure  enough,  luck  was  my  nemesis.  I had  run  out 
of  options,  so  I set  my  bags  down  at  the  front  door  and  waited.  There  was  no  point  in 
throwing  a temper  tantrum;  it  would  do  me  no  good.  Well,  it  might  have  warmed  me 
up  a bit.  So  my  best  option  was  to  just  wait  and  let  fate  find  a way  to  let  me  in. 

After  about  half  an  hour  in  the  freezing  January  night,  some  drunks  pull  up.  I have 
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never  been  so  happy  to  see  a car  full  of  obnoxious  idiots.  They  let  me  in  and  I headed 
straight  for  my  room  by  taking  the  stairs,  because  they  were  faster  than  the  elevator. 
And  I could  not  even  waste  another  second  to  get  into  bed.  Finally,  yes,  finally,  this 
fucking  day  was  over.  I reached  my  door  in  triumph;  I was  finally  home.  I slid  my  hand 
into  my  coat  pocket  to  grab  my  keys  in  the  final  motion  before  I was  going  to  crash  into 
my  bed.  Even  before  my  hand  slammed  into  the  emptiness  of  my  pocket,  I realized 
that  I left  my  keys  on  the  kitchen  counter. 

I chuckled,  set  my  luggage  down  and  plopped  myself  with  my  back  on  the  tight 
cushion  of  my  bags  resting  against  my  impenetrable  door.  I am  sure  my  mom  was  up 
there  laughing  at  the  situations  I got  myself  in.  Just  sitting  there,  telling  me  if  I had  just 
paid  more  attention  and  chilled  out,  I would  not  have  forgotten  my  keys  or  cigs.  In  the 
emptiness  of  the  hallway,  I closed  my  eyes  and  I had  my  mother  and  father.  He  had 
many  tall  tales;  but  every  once  in  while,  he  spoke  truth.  He  once  told  me,  “Life  never 
goes  the  way  you  want;  life  will  just  do  what  it  does.”  It  is  one  of  the  cornerstones  of 
my  philosophy.  Life  will  happen  the  way  it  happens,  and  it  is  up  to  me  to  decide  how  I 
will  act  in  the  given  situations.  There  will  never  be  definite  or  finite  answers  in  life.  Not 
until  those  situations  are  in  the  past,  and  once  they  are,  there  is  nothing  that  we  can  do 
about  them  anyway.  So  why  worry?  Let  life  come  at  me,  and  I will  let  my  heart  make 
my  decisions. 

With  my  back  against  the  door  and  my  tree  cut  down,  I knew  that  I could  still  rest 
on  her  stump  when  I was  weary.  So  I tilted  my  hat  over  my  eyes  and  waited.  I knew 
eventually  I would  end  up  in  my  room,  so  what  was  the  rush?  I got  what  I wanted,  a 
little  peace  and  quiet. 
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Rachel  Martin 


The  Reawakening 

Listening  to  my  professor’s  poetry 
reminds  me  of  a time 
I felt  closest  to  this  thing  they  call  God, 
and  closest  to  you. 

I was  in  Montana 

surrounded  by  mountains,  clouds 

and  all  that  is  pure. 

I had  to  write  to  you  then  as  I do  now. 

Ten  years  have  gone  by 
since  I last  felt  your  flesh. 

I remind  myself  that  you  were  real, 
touch  your  snip  of  brown  hair  in  my  hand. 

How  could  we  not  see,  for  so  long, 
that  you  were  dying? 

Your  family  has  carried  on  without  you. 

You’ve  become  an  uncle. 

I’ll  tend  to  the  garden  you  left  behind, 
plant  the  seeds  in  their  minds 
of  the  memories  in  my  soul. 

I will  tell  them  of  the  man  who  lives 
in  the  mountaintops,  who  searches 
for  meaning  and  absolute  truth 
among  the  clouds, 
of  the  teenager 

who  turned  me  on  to  Jimi  Hendrix 

and  his  Purple  Haze, 

of  the  boy  who  walked  before  me 

whose  sheepish  grin 

seemed  to  say,  “Catch  me  if  you  can,” 

and  of  the  brother  I dream  about 

when  the  night  rescues  me  from  the  day. 

I remind  myself  then 
that  you  were  not  pure, 
my  brother,  but  you  were  real. 

You  were  real. 
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Mindie  Minton 


Empty 


As  the  dull  gray  eyes 
Stare  into  the  night, 

A shallow  breath 
Rattles  in  an  empty  cage. 
The  faint  heartbeat  echoes 
In  a silent  chamber 
While  the  wisp  of  a soul 
Nearly  exits  the  mouth. 
This  broken  body  shows 
The  battle  scars  earned 
Through  a lifetime  of  hell 
Made  forever  external. 
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Justin  Dallavis 


Pulse  of  Jazz 

Pumping  a rhythm  like  a drum 
Bum  bump  bump 
The  pulse  of  jazz 
Towers  to  my  throat, 

As  the  trumpets  blaze, 

Triumphant  glory, 

The  song  of  angels. 

Only  to  bounce  to  my  belly 
As  the  trombones  bellow. 

Prickling  the  pace, 

The  drummer’s  pat-at  quickens, 

The  bass  beats  booms, 

Summoning  the  salty  squeal  of  the  sax 

Making  me  into  motion 

Rifting  into  you 

Like  a raft  in  the  ocean. 

Feeding  off  the  pulse  of  jazz 

This  beat  pours  into  the  fire 
That  fuels  my  existence 
Raining  down  like  chimes 
Off  my  ribs  and  spine 
The  xylophone  sings 

Reverberates  in  the  empty  hollows  of  my  body 
Only  ending 
Before  it  finished. 
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Juliet  Valle 


My  Heart 


Striking  bright  blue  eyes 
Pierce  my  heart  with  jovial 
Energy.  White  teeth 
Smile  behind  pink 
Lips.  Black  hair,  soft  to  the  touch 
Leads  to  hugs  and  wet 
Kisses.  Playful  hops 
And  excited  pounces  from 
Him  leave  me  gigl’ing. 

His  long  curly  tail’s 
Supported  by  big  white  paws. 
This  pup  has  stolen 
My  heart! 
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Charlotte  Bishop 


I’m  in  Love  with  a Girl  Online 

Browsing  the  Internet  and  what  did  I see 
A quiz  entitled  “Would  You  Date  Me?” 

I took  it  and  it  said  “For  Me,  You’re  Right” 

So  I sent  off  a message  and  talked  way  into  the  night 

She  logged  off,  but  I didn’t  want  her  to  go 
I never  heard  back  and  that  ended  the  show 
I realized  something  as  I stared  at  the  screen 
I never  thought  that  this  would  happen  to  me 

I’m  in  love  with  a girl  online 
A girl  I'll  never  see 
A girl  I’ll  never  find 

She  may  not  even  be  worth  my  time 

But  I can’t  get  her  screen-name  out  of  my  mind 
And  I feel  like  it's  a crime 
But  I’m  in  love 
With  a girl  online 

I sent  her  a message  everyday 
I got  one  back  in  the  sunny  month  of  May 
It  said,  “I’m  sorry  but  stop  messaging  me. 

The  quiz  was  just  for  fun,  you  see.” 

I never  wanted  to  fall  like  this 
I only  wanted  romance’s  rose-and-pearl  bliss 
But  she’s  probably  in  a city  far  away 
And  doesn't  want  me  anyway 
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Six  months  later  a message  I found 
“I  changed  my  mind,  you  wanna  turn  my  life  around? 
I laughed  and  I danced  and  sang  a high  note 
And  sent  her  a message  with  one  word,  “Nope.” 

No  longer  in  love 
With  a girl  online 
She  broke  me  once 
That  was  plenty  of  times 

It  was  enough  for  me  to  find 

That  screen  names  can  be  pushed  out  of  mind 

Though  it  wasn’t  a crime 

I’m  still  not  in  love  with  the  girl  online 
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Jason  Biggers 


Slender 

she  was  wet  between  the  stems  with  just  one  verse 

and  stanzas  had  her  shakin,  shiverin  in  her  curves 

my  lips  and  tongue  were  movin  but  I never  touched  her  skin 

words  on  a line  of  rhythm  wrapped  her  up  and  made  her  listen 

had  her  attention  with  the  power  of  my  prose 

worked  my  way  under  her 

skin  and  damn  near  out  her  clothes 

iambic  pentameter  put  some  thrust  behind  my  voice 

to  watch  a girl  so  proper  start  to  lose  her  poise 

This  was  my  first  lesson  in  the  history  of  words 
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Alec  Rigdon 


Lunch  Break  Poetry 

There  once  was  a girl  with  a golden  nose, 

A soul  like  butter,  and  outrageous  toes. 

I fell  in  love  and  she  took  my  hand, 

And  we  lived  happily  in  that  summery  land. 

But  time  passed  by  and  we  both  grew  bored. 

She  hated  my  speech  and  I hated  her  Lord. 

No  way  in  hell  we  could  keep  on  like  that, 

So  I closed  my  heart  and  my  love  grew  flat. 

She  died  one  day  and  I never  knew, 

Never  knew  that  she  passed  on,  my  love  true, 

Until  one  day,  and  I shed  a single  tear, 

And  it  rolled  across  my  face  and  inside  my  ear. 

That  tear  lived  forever  and  I never  got  it  out, 

Some  said  it  was  infected  but  I lived  in  doubt. 

Sure  we  had  our  differences,  sure  we  had  a fight, 

But  in  the  end  it  would  not  matter,  nothing  could  be  right. 

Summer  passed  and  Autumn,  too,  but  no  one  lives  forever. 

The  winter  of  my  first  love’s  death  wouldn’t  let  me  pass,  no,  never. 
As  I sat,  one  day,  in  the  biting  cold,  with  white  flakes  in  my  space. 
A girl  looked  at  me;  she  looked  at  me  with  a pink  nose  on  her  face. 
She  took  my  hand  and  picked  the  ice  that  had  frozen  on  my  cheek. 
The  solid  tears  were  more  than  enough  to  get  her  mouth  to  speak. 

She  told  me  of  a distant  land  where  dragons  still  remain. 
Wizards,  knights,  and  magic  spells  have  their  last  refrain. 

A peasant  boy  by  the  name  of  Aldrich  stole  a single  heart. 

The  princess  by  the  name  of  Juniper  seemed  to  fit  the  part. 
They  fell  in  love  without  proper  consent,  but  Adrich  didn’t  care. 
On  a foggy  night  in  the  middle  of  May,  they  eloped,  a happy  pair. 
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The  day  following,  a warrant  was  put  out  for  an  arrest. 
Adrich  was  wanted  across  the  land  or  just  his  head  at  best. 

He  was  caught  and  brutally  slaughtered,  the  poor,  poor  boy. 

No  one  understood  that  love  was  more  than  just  a toy. 

No  one  except  Juniper,  maybe,  who  fled  and  escaped  that  place. 
She  understood  thoroughly  and  wore  a pink  nose  upon  her  face. 

I knew  before  it  was  over  that  I had  fallen  in  love  again. 

The  tear  still  hibernated,  but  could  the  heart  still  once  more  win? 
By  the  time  she  finished  the  story,  I was  in  a state  of  shock. 

A twist,  eh?  She  tricked  me  while  I mourned  upon  a dock. 
When  I came  to,  I realized  that  she  was  not  in  front  of  me, 

But  promptly  walking  away  like  I was  supposed  to  see. 
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Nicole  Jacobs 


Mr.  Goodcents 

At  Mr.  Goodcents  is  where  I make  sandwiches. 

They  are  good,  they  are  healthy. 

We  have  regulars  that  come  in  who  say  they 
“love  our  sandwiches.” 

But  I think  they  are  lying,  they  just  want  to  see  me!!  (I  joke) 

At  Mr.  Goodcents  is  where  I make  sandwiches. 

They  are  bad. 

Sometimes  the  bread  is  stiff. 

The  pasta’s  are  not  from  Italy, 

But  instead  come  from  Sysco  (oops  secret  is  out), 
Who  always  come  late  and  disrupt  my  work!!  (I  hate  it) 

My  boss  is  a dick. 

He  doesn’t  show  me  the  respect  that  I deserve. 
Sometimes  I think  it  is  because  I am  a woman. 

But  I can’t  tell  him  his  dickish  ways  because... 

Duh,  I’m  in  college  and  need  the  money. 

There  are  coworkers  I like  and  ones  that  I do  not. 

The  ones  I like  we  have  fun. 

But  I am  above  them  so  they  do  what  I say. 

It's  the  perk  for  being  there  a year  plus. 

One  more  thing  that  I will  add... 

I get  free  Goodcents  food... 

So  HAH! 
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Nicole  Santo  re  1 1 a 


“Fragmented” 


No  Good-byes. 

Being  mother  hen  leaves  me  in  pieces, 

I shed  my  childhood  to  step  where  you  wouldn’t. 

I’ve  seen  what  you’ve  made  of  them, 

Now  I wait  without  being  able  to  see  what  they  become. 

Door  Shut. 

Empty  house  and  a lone  box  on  the  porch, 

Ice  covering  the  stairs  I used  to  climb  after  school. 
Fragments  of  my  life,  memories, 

Shoved  into  that  box,  which  is  all  I have  now. 

Last  Ride. 

You  say  nothing  so  I don’t  suspect, 

As  I get  out,  you  say  you  aren’t  coming  back. 

I am  stunned  as  I’m  left  to  watch  you  drive  away, 

Haven’t  heard  from  you  since,  years  gone  by. 

Eight  Years. 

A thousand  words  hidden  behind  shy  eyes, 

Tears  pouring  down  from  my  brain. 

Every  time  I look  in  your  eyes,  I see  nothing, 

Every  time  we  cry  for  help,  you  do  nothing. 

Breaking  Down. 

Hearing  cries  from  the  next  room, 

I run  to  throw  myself  in  harm’s  way  instead. 

My  body  shakes  as  I take  what  I wanted, 

As  you  watch  quietly  from  the  doorway. 
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My  Mother. 

Fifteen  as  I breathe  my  first  breaths, 

Smoking  pot  in  the  corner  with  her  friends. 

By  twenty-nine,  five  more  have  arrived, 

Though  the  men  never  stayed  long  enough  to  see  the  first  steps. 
I’ve  Lived. 

Bruises  burning  beyond  my  flesh, 

Blood  boiling  close  to  the  surface  uncontrolled. 

Watching  my  life  spill  from  your  pages 
Of  the  book  of  my  life  you  left  in  my  box. 

But  I am  stronger  than  you  and  I will  handle  these  fragments. 
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Amanda  Parsons 


God  Bless  America 

God  Bless  America 
land  that  I love 
His  glory  and  honor 
shown  down  from  above. 

On  the  land  where  the  twin  towers  stood 
beeming  in  their  glory 
as  their  power  should. 

From  out  of  nowhere 
the  devil  struck 
trying  his  best 
to  level  by  luck. 

To  his  dismay 
was  the  American  way 
for  volunteers  came 
all  through  the  day. 

God  Bless  America 
land  that  I love 
His  glory  and  honor 
shines  down  from  above. 
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David  Marrero 


Cognition 

I’m  from  a place  where  kids  barely  see  their  own  mothers; 
Tribes  kill  tribes  who  wear  the  same  colors. 

Stuck  up’s 
Look  at  us 
With  disgust, 

They’re  the  disfigured  ones. 

With  no  healthcare 

We're  perceived  to  be  the  sicker  ones. 

Side-stepped, 

Never  fully  evolved  from  cotton  pickin'  sons 

Survival  of  the  fittest  shouldn’t  be  who  has  the  bigger  gun. 

That’s  the  way  it  is, 

People  can  never  endure  change; 

Barrack’s  in  office 

As  we  proceed  to  do  the  same  things. 

Folks  sellin’  coke, 

1 0%  to  church  is  a joke, 

Tithes  another  excuse 
For  your  funds  to  be  revoked. 

Hopes 

Get  distinguished  and  yoked, 

Reality  chokes 
Your  life  out, 

For  you,  it’s  lights  out 
Then  back  to  the  dope 
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Street  gangs 
And  petite  things 
Both  ride  for  the  block, 

But  niggas  is  roaches  with  the  lights  on 
When  it  comes  to  the  cops. 

Our  progression  stopped. 

Bewilderment  is  where  they  sent  us. 

My  pimp  strut 

Was  conceived  right  after  they  pimped  us. 
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Allison  Parker 


Gayl 


She  breathed  a sigh  of  relief 
The  moon  spilled  over  the  fresh  snow 
Another  days  chores  were  finished 
and  nightfall  was  welcome. 

Her  kind  blue  eyes  surveyed  the  room 
The  wood  stove  roared  with  fire 
Two  pots  are  simmering 
She  sings  as  she  stirs 
The  girls  will  be  coming 
expecting  warmth,  inside  and  out. 
Three  generations  laugh  over  dinner 
They  watch  the  woman  they  adore 
and  wait  for  the  next  story. 

Her  laughter  falls  sweetly, 
into  the  night  air. 

Goodbyes  start  early, 
and  end  on  the  porch 
Tomorrow’s  chores  are  coming 
And  she  is  ready  for  bed. 
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Blake  Morgan 


The  True  Story  of  Sylvia  Liken 
(An  Epic  Poem) 


She  was  only  a girl 
Yes,  a very  young  girl 
She  was  only  a girl 
With  no  care  in  the  world 

It  was  an  October  eve 
In  1965 

When  the  cops  got  a call 
Some  young  beauty  had  died. 

There  were  children, 

Yes,  children 
Occupying  the  scene 
And  a wild-eyed  mother 
With  cigarette 
Stained  teeth. 

The  body  was  young, 

So  scarred, 

And  terribly  bruised. 

This  sixteen-year-old  girl 
Had  just  died 
From  abuse. 

But  how  did  it  get  there? 
Where  all  did  it  start? 

And  to  find  out 
We  must 

Go  directly  to  its  heart. 
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See, 

Back  in  July 
Good  ole  1 965 
A circus  was  touring 
Jobs  were  sure  to  arrive! 

As  the  phone  did  ring 
Just  as  the  clouds  part  ways 
Two  circus  workers 
Found  themselves 
With  two  girls  in  the  way. 

With  one’s  leg  in  a brace 
The  other,  only  sixteen 
They  needed  watching  over 
While  the  parents  earned  green. 

See, 

The  family  was  poor, 

No  money — flat  broke 
And  as  one  can  imagine 
Circus  work  is  a joke. 

So  with  a nod  and  quick  thought 
The  father  agreed 

To  leave  his  daughters  with  a stranger, 
A Ms.  Baniszewski 

She  had  kids  of  her  own 
Some  seven  mouths  to  feed 
But  at  the  father’s  request, 

Eighty  dollars  a month 
Was  agreed. 

So  the  parents,  long  gone, 

Days  turned  into  weeks 
And  that  pill  drunk  mom 
Found  two  girls  to  beat. 
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The  beatings,  at  first, 

Were  just  bare  ass  and  paddle 
But  the  reasons 
Were  foggy 

As  there  were  no  crimes  to  tattle. 
The  one  with  the  brace, 

She  didn’t  get  it  as  bad. 

But  that  Baniszewski 
Gave  Sylvia  all  that  she  had. 
She’d  beat  her  for  lying 
Or  stealing 

Or  not  bathing  enough. 

These  punishments  were  lessons 
They  were  making  her  tough. 

And  the  paddle 
Turned  to  slaps 
And  then  punches  and  kicks. 

Not  one  person  in  town 
Thought  to  interrupt  this. 

Yes, 

They  saw  her, 

Saw  bruises, 

Saw  cuts  on  her  face. 

Still,  no  reasons  were  given 
For  police  work 
To  take  place. 

She  was  just  a little  girl. 

Yes,  such  a little  girl. 

She  was  just  a little  girl 
With  no  care  in  the  world. 

Things  escalated 
They  went  up  a notch 
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Like  the  groin  swelling  found 
Due  to  hard  kicks 
In  her  crotch. 

Her  food  was  taken 
And  her  water  scarce 
But  she  uttered  not  a sound 
For  her  sister, 

She  was  scared. 

In  her  mind, 

If  she  didn’t  take  all  the  beatings 
Then  her  sister 
Might  have  to 
Suffer  the  mistreating. 

So, 

With  only  her 
Young  sister’s 
Safety  in  mind, 

She  took  all  those  beatings 
Time  after  time. 

The  neighborhood  kids 
Started  to 
Participate  in  this. 

Now,  it  wasn’t  just  the  mom 
Doing  the  punches  and  kicks. 
That  mother, 

Sick  mother, 

She  poisoned  their  brains 
And  had  these  kids  thinking 
Sylvia’s  torture 
Was  a game. 

They  cut  her. 

They  burned  her. 

Left  her  sprawled  on  cold  ground. 
That  poor  girl  couldn’t  run  with 
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All  her  limbs  bound. 

Yes, 

They  tied  her  wrists, 

Tied  her  legs, 

And  kept  her  in  a basement, 

Where  she  slept  on  piss 
And  ate  excrement. 

The  kids  spit  in  her  face 
While  they  slapped  her  around 
Said  she’s  useless 
Dull, 

Said  she  was  the  whore  of  the  town. 

To  get  her  mind 
Off  the  sex  in  her  head 
That  mother,  sick  mother 
Lay  the  girl  on  a bed. 

She  stripped  off  her  clothes, 

All  of  them, 

In  front  of  neighborhood  boys 
Giving  instructions  to  use 
Glass  bottles  as  sexual  toys. 

All  these  orders  and  threats, 

She  feared  for  herself, 

So  she  inserted  the  bottle. 

It  hurt  like  hell. 

The  bottle  cap 
Cut  her  up, 

More  inside  than  out, 

But  she  did  what  they  wanted 
While  they  pointed  and  howled. 

Back  down  in  the  cellar 
Re-gagged  and  bound 
They  would  keep  her 
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Starving  body 
Hidden  from  the  town. 

It  was  in  that  basement, 

With  a heated  paperclip, 
They  burned  words 
On  her  skin 

From  her  tits  to  her  hip. 

It  said, 

“I’m  a prostitute, 

I like  being  a prostitute” 

And  that  is  the  truth 
Those  scarlet  letters 
Down  her  chest 
Would  never  remove. 

That  night 
Pain  stricken, 

She  got  through  her  ropes 
And  with  shovel, 

Hit  the  walls  loudly 
All  in  hopes, 

That  someone  might  hear 
That  loudly  clanging  spade 
And  come  rescue  the  sisters 
From  this  horrible  place. 

But  no  one  did  come 

No  one  knocked  on  the  door 

And  when  the 

Mother  came  down 

She  beat  Sylvia  more. 

Beatings 

On  beatings 

On  cigarette  burns. 

Her  flesh  was  dying 
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While  her  spirit  yearned 
For  a savior, 

Some  savior, 

She  prayed  to  God  for  release, 
But  He  was  too  busy 
For  thirty-eight  fifty 
East  New  York  Street. 

No  hero  ever  came 
To  cure  all  her  wounds. 

So  to  her  sister 
She  said, 

“I  think  I’ll  die  soon.” 

And  the  younger, 

She  wept,  saying 
“That’s  not  what  you’ll  do!” 

“Now  sis,  young  sis, 

Be  glad  it’s  me  and  not  you.” 

The  next  day, 

She  died. 

Her  young  sister  was  there. 
Washing  the  dirt  and  the  blood 
Out  of  her  hair. 

“She’s  not  breathing, 

Not  breathing!” 

Little  Jenny  Liken  exclaimed, 

But  the  blood  had  already  leaked 
Onto  the  tissues 
Of  Sylvia’s  brain. 

With  a plan 
And  a pay  phone 
And  a letter  of  lies, 

Everyone  thought 
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They  could  make  it 
Not  look  like  a crime. 

They  told  the  police 
The  girl  was  raped 
And  then  mugged, 

But  Jenny  Liken  came  from  nowhere 
Giving  the  policeman’s  coat  a tug. 

They’re  liars, 

All  liars! 

Little  Jen  would  say. 

“You  get  me  out  of  here 
And  I'll  tell  you  everything.” 

My  sister, 

Yes,  my  sister, 

They  all  did  this  to  her. 

They  beat,  tortured, 

And  murdered  her. 

Two  years  for  the  kids, 

Charged  as  adults 
In  a state  pen. 

Two  decades  for  that  mother 
But  no  death  sentence. 

The  parole  board  asked  questions 
And  she  gave  them  an  answer. 

After  twenty  years, 

She  left, 

And  abruptly  died  of  cancer. 

Sylvia  Liken, 

Taken  away  by  sixteen 
Her  story 
Is  a story 

To  make  all  our  hearts  bleed. 

It’s  the  most  horrible 
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Of  horrible 
Indianapolis  crimes. 

It  happened  October 
Twenty-six 
Nineteen  sixty-five. 

Today, 

They  blame  video  games 
And  hard  rock 

But  did  they  have  those  back  then? 
No, 

I think  not. 

It’s  my  thought. 

It’s  been  proven, 

Time  after  time. 

There  is  no  weapon  greater 
Than  a human  being’s  mind. 

She  was  only  a girl 
Yes,  a very  young  girl 
She  was  only  a girl 
With  no  care  in  the  world... 
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Gloria  Waite 


Hush  Now 

Hush  now  baby,  it  will  be  alright 
Daddy  cannot  be  with  you  tonight. 

He’s  out  with  her,  and  his  other  child, 

Don’t  blame  your  daddy,  he  was  just  born  wild. 

Hush  now  baby,  I’ll  always  be  here, 

To  comfort  and  coddle  you  and  soothe  your  fears. 

It’s  not  you  baby,  It’s  not  even  me, 

Your  daddy  just  thinks  more  than  one  means  he’s  free. 

Hush  now  baby,  she’s  just  a whim, 

Don’t  worry  about  it,  he  doesn’t  love  them. 

He’ll  soon  remember  us  and  find  his  way  home, 

Your  daddy  would  never  leave  us  alone. 
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Nicole  Santorella 


O Me...! 


Continuing  The  Uncontinual.... 
a task  one  has  no  choice  but  to  dread... 

The  twisting,  vexation  of  the  spoken  word 

Is  the  same  coiling  frustration  my  heart  has  heard. 

One  mind  held  responsible  for  decoding  the  key 
and  losing  its  worth  in  the  failure  of  the  dreams. 

Once  it  was  able,  now  it  is  restricted 
to  two  thirds  less  that  of  the  first 
Lost  in  the  translation  of  your  own  eyes 
and  lost  in  the  meaning  of  the  accidental. 

Black  oil  drops  heavily  onto  the  colors 
so  carefully  strewn  together  as  to  its  common  purpose. 
Perplexed  are  those  who  witness  the  Phenomena 
in  the  cursed  laboratory  called  the  human  life. 

Where  we  walk,  is  where  we  weep; 

Yet  where  we  hide  is  where  we  sleep. 

Tongue-filled  verbs  overriding  one  another  in  chaos 
for  there  is  no  room  for  all  to  be  flipped. 

Where  we  lie  is  where  we  wake 
and  where  we  feel  is  where  we  dread. 

Where  O where  has  the  where  become  lost? 

When  once  we  knew  of  that  which  we  were  drawn, 

Now  devours  us  with  complexity  ourselves  make  us  mourn 
outside  the  pencil  drawn  lines  we’ve  colored  ourselves  grey 
Rest  the  peaceful  purples  we  leave  for  yet  some  other  day. 
Vast  are  the  colors  we  ourselves  choose  to  splash 
Onto  our  bald  canvas  with  the  abstract  lines  we  cast. 
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Randi  Mize 


A Simple  Bench  But  Unique 

On  a wonderful,  sunny  day, 

Two  people  walked  to  the  park 
From  different  directions 
Unknowingly  of  the  other 

There  stood  a simple  bench  but  unique, 

The  One  sat  down. 

The  Other  saw  the  occupied  bench  and  approached  it. 
Gesturing  if  the  Other  could  sit  down 
The  One  nodded  the  head 
In  silence,  they  sat. 

Stealing  looks  at  each  other, 

The  One  blushed  at  the  gazes 
As  the  Other  smiled  shyly. 

After  what  seems  hours, 

The  Other  stood  up 

And  held  out  the  hand 

The  One  took  the  hand  slowly 

To  savor  the  texture  of  the  offering  hand. 

Together,  they  walked  away  from  the  bench. 

Many  months  later  found  them 

Sitting  in  a couch,  cuddling 

Still  without  a spoken  word  to  each  other 

Watching  a romantic  movie 

The  One  shyly  took  something  out  of  the  pocket 

The  Other  gasped  and  nodded  YES 

At  the  key  in  the  One’s  hand. 

The  One  arrived  home  from  work  on  a sunny  day 
Found  the  ruined  pair  of  the  One’s  favorite  shoes 
Puzzled  at  the  sight, 
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Walking  through  the  house  in  search  of  the  Other 

A wet  blur  went  past  the  One 

Spinning  around  and  chased  the  blur  into  outside 

There  is  the  Other  in  soaked  clothes  tackled  by 

The  panting  blur 

That  is  a puppy. 

The  Other  smiled  in  its  guilty  way 
As  the  puppy  licked  the  Other’s  face. 

The  One  laughed  at  the  sight. 

On  a starry  night, 

The  couple  walked  through  the  park 
To  its  specific  location  where  they  met. 

There  stood  a simple  bench  but  unique. 

They  sat  down  on  it  and  cuddled 
As  they  gazed  at  the  midnight  sky 
With  stars  dotted  on  it  everywhere. 

Still  without  a spoken  word  to  each  other, 

The  One  stood  up  and  kneeled  on  one  knee 
The  Other’s  eyes  widened. 

In  the  hand,  the  velvet  box  sat 
The  One  smiled  and  opened  the  box 
In  the  center  of  it, 

There  laid  an  antique  ring  that  once  belonged 
To  the  Other’s  grandparent. 

With  tears  in  the  Other’s  eyes, 

The  Other  nodded  YES 
The  One  blew  a breath  of  relief 
And  they  embraced. 

On  a beautiful  day  at  the  park 

Flowers  blooming  everywhere 

Trees  growing  leaves  with  fruits 

Many  people  standing  with  handkerchief  in  their  hands 

As  they  gazed  at  the  unspoken  couple 

Holding  each  other’s  hands 
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With  the  Officiant  standing  behind  the  couple 
Speaking  of  the  power  of  their  love 
And  asked  the  couple,  “Do  you?” 

The  Other  smiled  shyly  and  nodded  humbly 
The  One  grinned  and  nodded  excitedly. 

“Now  I declare  you and , 

You  may  kiss!” 

The  moment  they  embraced, 

The  applause  waved  around  the  park 
Where  the  center  of  it  lays 
A simple  bench  but  unique. 
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Taylor  Markey 


Mine 


You  do  not  know  me, 

I can  not  continue  to  be  who  you  want  me  to  be. 

You  have  sewn  my  life  shut, 

I am  going  to  open  it  with  one  swift  cut. 

You  can  not  own  what  will  never  be  yours, 

I am  cleaning  out  all  of  my  drawers. 

So  go  ahead  and  beg  me  to  stay, 

I told  you  that  one  day  you  would  pay. 

My  life  is  not  a game  for  you  to  play, 

I am  no  longer  offering  my  feelings  as  if  on  a tray. 

This  life  is  mine  to  live, 

And  I will  decide  to  whom  I give. 

I am  not  going  to  give  to  you  anymore, 

I am  walking  out  the  door. 
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Jennifer  Barr 


Paint  Me  a Melody 

Paint  me  a melody,  a lullaby  of  love 
Two  hearts  beating  under  a sunshine  of  stars  above 
A world  that  stands  still  for  two  lovers  to  be 
Just  like  a fairytale,  but  as  real  as  can  be 

Brought  together  by  one  small  school 

Met  in  a cafeteria  and  he  later  bought  her  a jewel 

A promise  to  love  unconditionally 

No  matter  the  troubles,  always  they’ll  be 

Two  people  whose  hearts  are  destined  to  be 

That’s  the  story  of  you  and  me 
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Justin  Dallavis 


Jun-Tien  Chou 


She  would  say, 

“I  can't  say,  how  do  you  say?” 

She  would  smile,  she  would  share 
Her  memories  of  her  mother. 

Beautifully  bumbling  on  her  words 
She  tried  to  speak, 

Her  words  were  puzzles 
With  frayed  edges. 

She  was  born  in  Shanghai 
grew  in  Taiwan 
lived  in  school 
did  what  was  told 

She  rested  her  glasses 
On  the  rim  of  her  nose, 

A transparent  trait  of  living  as 
A librarian  all  those  years  ago. 

But  then  she  met  a man  who  inspired  her, 
Though  her  job  was  to  read, 

She  flowed  freely  writing  novels. 

She  became  scriptwriter 
a wife 
a mother 
a grandmother 
a widow 


Jun  was  her  name, 

But  she  was  called  June. 
Though  she  is  called  summer, 
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She  springs  with  life. 


An  endless  smile  here, 
A girly  giggle  there, 
She  is  still  young, 
Though  her  age  is  old. 

She  is  thoughtful. 

She  is  confused. 

She  is  alone,  and  not. 
She  is  my  friend. 
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Jennifer  Faye  Gipe 


Forever  American 


Hanging  there 
The  first  white  man  I 
Ever  saw  sway 
From  the  Tree 
Bend  the  twig 
Break  the  limb 
You  cannot  bear  our 
Suffering. 

Tonight  I will 
Change  the  name  my 
Fathers  carried  across 
Cold, 

Deep, 

Dark  waters. 

I give  up  the 

Familienname  that  defines 
My  history, 

And  shame 

The  ancient  pride  that 

We  once  had. 

My  children  will  be 
Forever  American. 
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Bree  Thomas 


just  floatin’ 

Eyes  barely  open,  burning  just  to  close 
I'm  just  floatin’ 

when  my  clothes  sprout  out  like  wings 

and  I am  flying  all  over  the  people  and  things 

thinking  about  how  I wish  I could  always  fly  so  high 

the  air  around  me  flows  so  naturally 

almost  as  if  to  distract  me 

from  the  looming  of  time  as  I’m  late  for  class 

feeling  so  out  of  place 

discombobulation 

just  trying  to  persist  toward  class  at  a steady  pace 

The  bells  sound  as  the  hunchback  in  that  Tower  clarifies  the  time 

I look  up  and  reach  out  my  shaky  hand 

cigarette  firmly  gripped  between  two  fingers 

I press  my  cancer  stick  into  that  solar  mass  called  the  sun 

flames  burst  outward  as  I set  that  star  afire 

feel  my  body  ascend  even  higher 

This  trip  has  gotten  far  too  high  already  but  I keep  floatin’  on 

Over  by  some  green  greedy  leprous  leprechauns 

the  bearded  fellas  start  gamboling  around 

as  they  gamble  away  their  pot  o’  gold 

then  the  lil  green  men  start  doin’  a dandy  jig 

frolicking  and  dancing  around  the  colorless  rainbow 

they  always  have  so  many  golden  coins 

but  never  do  anything  useful  with  them 

just  hide  the  pot  beneath  rainbows  where  no  one  ever  goes 

Floatin’  on 

and  the  musical  goodness  of  iron  & wine  sings  through  my  mind 

I visually  see  the  words  and  musical  notes 

Pouring  into  my  ears  like  a remedy  to  Lady  Macbeth's  poison 
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the  notes  vary  in  color,  as  the  tune  is  higher  the  color’s  brighter 

the  words  vary  in  brightness,  as  the  song  is  softer,  the  words  are  darker 

I’m  like  a piece  of  a fallen  tree 

Hit  hard  by  lightning's  grace 

That  started  erroneously  floatin'  up  the  river 

Drifting  into  that  talked  about  Kingdom  of  heaven 
I see  Jesus  and  God,  chillin’  on  their  holy  thrones 
sipping  some  coffee,  eating  their  scones 
smiling  broadly  and  looking  a little  oddly 
I say  Hello!  How  do  you  do? 

I hear  dinosaurs  roaring  in  the  distance 
in  the  time  it  took  for  me  to  listen, 

Jesus  and  God  dissolved  into  the  air 
Oh  where  has  my  absent  God  gone  off  to? 

Never  can  find  him  for  more  than  a second  or  two 

I can  feel  my  cloth  wings  contracting,  I slowly  start  to  fall 
Gravity  suddenly  declares  that  indeed  I am  not  above  its  law 
And  all  that  I thought  I saw  fades  away 

And  then  Professor  Moran  says:  Look  at  the  time,  I guess  we’ll  have  to  finish  up 
this  lecture  on  Wednesday. 
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M indie  Minton 


The  March 

Accusing  eyes  are  all  around 
They  watch  me  closely  without  a sound. 
They  faintly  whisper  in  my  ear 
To  prove  that  they  are  drawing  near. 

Closer,  closer  here  they  come 
Marching  time  in  one  by  one. 

As  they  look  me  up  and  down 
My  lonely  soul  drops  to  the  ground. 

The  light  illuminates  their  form 
As  they  walk  right  through  the  storm. 
The  lightning  flashes  ‘cross  the  sky 
While  thunder  follows  like  a sigh. 

The  rain,  it  parts  right  down  the  center 
Allowing  those  who  come  to  enter. 
The  lifeless  eyes  shine  through  the  night 
Prepared  and  willing  for  a fight. 

The  blow  they  strike  is  sharp  and  quick 
It  hits  my  chest  just  like  a brick. 

The  crushing  pain  is  without  name 
But  it  still  hurts  me  all  the  same. 

They  celebrate  their  victory 
By  picking  up  what’s  left  of  me. 
Piece  by  piece  up  off  the  field 
Into  an  urn  that’s  tightly  sealed. 
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Nicole  Jacobs 


My  fortress 

I look  around  my  room, 

And  all  that  I see  is  me. 

My  room  is  happy,  and  no  doom. 

It’s  like  I have  unlocked  my  soul  with  a key. 

My  bed  is  the  greatest  comfort. 

With  its  queen  size  and  its  utter  softness! 

It’s  my  protective  fort. 

It  keeps  me  safe  from  monsters  like  Ole  Ness. 

My  walls  are  covered  with  posters  and  things 
They  are  all  different  and  do  not  match. 

The  way  they  make  me  remember  stings. 

I am  just  glad  that  I have  a latch. 

My  things  are  special, 

Even  though  they  may  be  a bit  funny. 

But  all  my  things  meet  the  credential, 

That  is,  all  my  possessions  were  not  a waste  of  money. 
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Jason  Biggers 


A Light 


His  Soul  His  Light 
Cigarette  Pack 
Needs  a Companion 

Shirt  Pocket 
Battered  Blue 
Jeans 

Left  Right 
Back  Pocket 
Success 

Cigarette  to  Lips 
Flame 
Lights  up 

This  new  day 

This  tiny  flame 
Beats  the  sun 
To  his  Leather  Face 

This  moment 
Still  His 
Still 

His 

He  Whispers 

“Un  Chingo  De  Trabajo” 

To  a field  of  tomatoes 

It  never  responds 
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Alec  Rigdon 


little  blue  box 

And  I think  to  myself; 

How  is  it  true, 

That  you  are  right  there, 

In  front  of  me, 

In  that  little  blue  box. 

There  is  no  way, 

That  all  your  hopes  and  dreams, 
Can  simply  be  shut  away, 

In  that  little  blue  box. 

It’s  impossible  that  you, 

You  and  your  spirit, 

That  brought  a smile  and  a laugh, 
To  anyone  near  it, 

Can  be  trapped  inside, 

In  that  little  blue  box. 

But  I know  the  truth: 

It  isn’t. 
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As  I sit  beside  the  weeping, 
Wondering  whether  I should  be  crying, 
I look  up  and  notice  something. 

Your  spirit, 

Your  joy, 

Your  laugh, 

Your  beauty, 

Your  smile, 

Your  dreams, 

Your  hopes, 

They  overflow, 

Out  of  the  little  blue  box. 


And  as  I turn  to  leave, 
I realize  something; 


Everything  will  be  okay. 
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Juliet  Valle 


Portrait 

Violence  spreads  like  the  common  cold  in  our  streets. 

Kids  don’t  always  wash  their  hands. 

Comatose  children  robotically  obey  their  first  grade  teachers. 

No  vitamins  at  breakfast,  they  Yabba  Dabba  Do  Ritalin. 

Bush  was  Hammurabi. 

A straw  hut  for  a billion  dollar  building. 

Ollie  Ollie  Ox  and  Free  yourself  from  vices! 

The  race  was  a football  game,  pick  your  team  and  paint  your  face. 

Hollywood  starlets  crave  fame  and  fortune, 

Too  bad  they  don’t  crave  food. 

I Scream  You  Scream  We  All  Scream  For  Morphine 
And  Say  Cheese! 

Circle  Circle  Dot  Dot  now  you  got  the  birth  control  shot! 

Babies  having  babies  breeds  welfare. 

The  Fruity  Pebbles  of  childhood  innocence  are  tossed. 

Let’s  play  Innie  Meanie  Minie  Moe  with  scapegoats 
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Bree  Thomas 


Revolt 


One  solemn  Ant  bravely  marches  away, 
Becoming  the  Antithesis  of 
Everything  he  was  ever  told 


Hours  later,  he  starved 
to  Death 
Alone  and  frozen 
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Blake  Morgan 


Accessory 


Dropped  into 
four-walled  plastic 
packaged  and  shipped 
stamped  with  a code 
scanned  into  the  registry. 

Add  colors  to  my  box 
to  make  me  tempting, 
to  make  me  more  than  plastic. 
Get  me  to  the  stores. 

Box  me  up  and 
process  me. 

Make  them  love  me. 

Make  them  yearn. 

Buy  me  for  your  iPod 
the  perfect  accessory 
to  the  perfect  accessory. 

Use  me  till  I’m  finished 
worn  out  and  outdated 
Use  me  till  I’m  replaced 
by  cheaper  plastic. 
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Juliet  Valle 


The  Sultan  of  Sulfur 

Satan's  tongue  curls  around  the  Earth, 

Unleashing  His  dragons  and  all  His  fury. 

Hide  behind  black  ink  until  you  are  enveloped  by  blisters  and  blood. 
Abandon  your  sanctuary  - their  fire  and  His  eyes  are  hunting  you. 

Waltz  on  top  of  fresh  graves. 

Shed  your  flesh  of  red  velvet,  cry  out  naked  to  the  moon! 

Devote  your  love,  your  life,  to  the  night, 

Because  His  corrosive  shadow  showers  the  world  in  ash. 

No  longer  fear  death  - you  are  all  children  of  sin. 

Power  emerges  from  the  flames  below. 

His  winged  imps  gnaw  jovially  on  the  innocent. 

Bile  and  venom  wage  war  with  the  seas. 

Angels  leap  from  black  clouds  with  raging  fevers. 

Astarte  melts  the  gates,  paving  the  way  for  her  liege, 
god  quivers  on  his  throne  of  gold, 

And  the  rightful  King  returns  home. 
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Buddy  Blackman 


VIRGIN 

(Trip  sits  lifelessly,  locked  in  a daze.  There’s  a knock  on  the  door.  Trip  eventually 
musters  the  energy  to  tend  to  it.  He  unlocks  the  door  and  Conrad,  a fellow  friend, 
floods  through.) 


1 need  some  pussy. 

CONRAD 

(matter  of  fact) 

(Conrad  sits,  smiling  after  his  declaration.  Trip,  still  mopey,  re-locks  the  door  and  sits 
down  beside  his  friend.  Conrad  instantly  detects  the  melancholy.) 


Who  raped  your  mom? 

CONRAD 

What? 

TRIP 

CONRAD 

Look  at  you.  You’re  a mope  - I’ve  been  here  two  seconds  and  I can  already  sense  it. 
can  spot  your  “poor  me”  days  a mile  away. 

TRIP 

(Trying  to  remain  unprovoked) 

My  poor  me  days?  What  do  you  mean?  I’m  fine. 

CONRAD 

If  by  fine  you  mean  acting  like... fuckin... Willy  Loman. 


Why  are  you  even  here? 

TRIP 
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CONRAD 

What  do  you  mean?  I was  in  the  neighborhood  so  I stopped  by-  that’s  what  people  do 
when  they’re  in  the  neighborhood.  Is  there  a problem? 

TRIP 

Yeah,  I’m  busy. 

CONRAD 

Doing  what?  Crying? 

TRIP 

No,  I’ve  got  someone  coming  over. 

CONRAD 

Who? 

TRIP 

A girl. 

CONRAD 

WHAT!?  When  did  you  start  talking  to  girls? 

TRIP 

Since  ever,  and  one’s  coming  over,  so... 

CONRAD 

(standing  up  in  excitement) 

You’ve  got  a girl  coming  over  here!  What  are  you  so  upset  about?  Aren’t  you  going  to 
fuck  her? 

(a  beat.  Trip’s  apprehension  to  answer  gives  Conrad  an  epiphany.) 

CONRAD 

Are  you  a virgin? 
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Kind  of. 


TRIP 

(after  a breath) 


CONRAD 

Kind  of?  How  do  you  “kind  of”  have  sex?  Did  you  forget  to  take  your  pants  off  or 
something? 

(Trip  glares  at  Conrad.) 

CONRAD 

Look,  If  you’re  nervous,  you  know,  whatever... but  if  you  don’t  take  this  opportunity 
you’ll  regret  it  forever. 

TRIP 

I might  regret  it  tonight.  That’s  it.  You  think  this  is  the  only  chance  I'll  ever  get? 

CONRAD 

Shit. ..for  awhile  at  least.  I love  pussy  and  it’s  been  awhile.  I can’t  imagine  how  long  it 
takes  to  get  ass  when  you  don’t  want  it. 

TRIP 

(mockingly) 

Then  why  don’t  you  fuck  her,  huh? 

CONRAD 

She  wants  you  though. 

TRIP 

What’s  the  worst  she’ll  say? 

CONRAD 

Fuck  off,  go  get  your  friend. 

TRIP 

I just  feel  bad  about  it.  I wish  I could  be  selfish  like  you  and  only  care  about  myself. 
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CONRAD 

(sincere) 

Thanks  - but  why? 

TRIP 

I don't  know.  Like  I know  I’d  have  a lot  of  fun  and  probably  enjoy  it  - but  I worry  I’ll  just  feel 
bad  afterwards,  like  I was  only  using  her. 

CONRAD 

You  wouldn't  be  using  her,  she'd  be  letting  you.  If  anything  she’s  using  you  too.  It’s  not  like 
this  girl  is  in  love  with  you. 

TRIP 

I’m  not  even  sure  how  much  I care  about  this  girl. 

CONRAD 

Since  when  do  you  have  to  care  about  a girl  to  fuck  her? 

TRIP 

(sarcastic) 

Since  never,  Conrad.  Humans  were  never  meant  to  consider  other  people’s  feelings.  We're 
only  supposed  to  carry  out  our  pleasures  at  any  cost. 

CONRAD 

This  girl  must  be  a lesbo  because  that’s  the  most  chick  bullshit  I’ve  ever  heard. 

TRIP 

Has  anyone  ever  told  you  you’re  a misogynist? 

CONRAD 

A Mi-what? 

TRIP 

I’m  worried  she  might  want  more  than  I’ll  be  able  to  give  afterwards.  It’s  just  not  worth  all 
the  trouble. 
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CONRAD 

Sex  is  worth  all  the  trouble  in  the  world.  Look  at  American  Beauty.  Lester  Burnham 
throws  everything  into  jeopardy:  His  relationship  with  his  daughter,  his  reputation,  all  just 
to  give  to  a cheerleader.  Now  would  he  do  that  if  sex  wasn’t  worth  the  trouble? 

TRIP 

I don’t  know,  Conrad,  because  Lester  Burnham  is  a fucking  fictional  character. 

CONRAD 

Art  imitates  life. 

TRIP 

You  mean  life  imitates  art. 

CONRAD 

Whatever  - they  both  imitate  each  other. 

TRIP 

(shifting) 

I don’t  understand  how  any  of  this  affects  you  anyways. 

CONRAD 

I just  don’t  understand  it. 

TRIP 

Yeah,  well  there’s  tons  of  shit  I don’t  understand  about  you,  but  you  don’t  see  me  going 
fucking  nuts  trying  to  make  sense  of  it. 

(a  beat) 

TRIP 

Who  knows  if  I’ll  even  be  attracted  to  her. 

CONRAD 


What  do  you  mean? 

(Trip  becomes  embarrassed.) 
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CONRAD 

Are  you  telling  me  you’ve  never  seen  what  this  girl  looks  like? 

(Trip  shakes  his  head.) 

CONRAD 

Where’d  you  meet  this  girl? 

TRIP 

The  Internet. 

CONRAD 

Jesus,  Trip!  There  could  be  some  trucker  on  his  way  over  to  fuck  you  in  the  ass  right  now. 

TRIP 

Make  me  more  nervous,  Conrad. 

CONRAD 

That's  insane  man.  Even  if  you  did  meet  online,  why  didn’t  you  get  a picture?  Who  doesn’t 
have  pictures  online?  Was  she  using  a typewriter? 

TRIP 

I just  didn’t  ask.  I was  more  interested  in  her  personality. 

CONRAD 

You’re  kidding,  right? 

TRIP 

(sarcastic) 

Yeah.  I’m  kidding.  Got  you  good.  I made  up  this  whole  thing.  You’re  so  unpredictable,  I 
wanted  to  know  just  what  you’d  say. 

CONRAD 

When  is  this  “date”  supposed  to  happen? 
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TRIP 

She  said  she’d  come  here  at  4.  What  time  is  it? 


Quarter  ‘til. 

CONRAD 

(The  doorbell  rings.) 

CONRAD 

Uh-oh,  wipe  your  tears  Trip,  it’s  business  time. 


Fuck. 

TRIP 

(panicked) 

Just  do  it  man! 

CONRAD 

1 can’t  if  you  don't  hide. 

TRIP 

(Conrad  starts  towards  the  bedroom  for  hiding.) 

TRIP 

Not  in  the  bedroom,  idiot!  This  isn’t  for  your  entertainment.  Who  do  you  think  I am, 
Peter  North? 


Who  is  Peter  North? 

CONRAD 

(freezing  on  a tangent) 

TRIP 

(In  disbelief) 

Peter  North?  You  know,  “Mr.  Big  Loads.” 
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Mr.  Big  Loads? 


CONRAD 


He  cams  a lot.  Hide  dude! 


TRIP 

(pushing  Trip  through) 


CONRAD 

Oh  yeah,  I have  seen  that  guy,  he’s  nuts! 

(Trip  finally  gets  Conrad  hidden.) 


TRIP 

Come  in! 

(Russell,  a friend  of  Conrad  and  Trip,  enters  laidback  and  stoned.) 

RUSSELL 

I need  some  pussy. 

TRIP 

Russell? 

(Russell  starts  play  punching  Trip  in  the  stomach.) 

RUSSELL 

Yeah  dude,  it’s  me,  Russell,  the  love  muscle. 

TRIP 

(out  of  breath) 

Cute.  What’s  going  on,  what  are  you  doing  here? 

RUSSELL 

I was  just  driving  around  looking  for  chicks  and  I ended  up  in  the  neighborhood,  figured 
I’d  stop  by. 
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(Conrad  comes  back  from  the  bedroom  looking  ruffled.) 

RUSSELL 

Whoa,  sorry  fellas,  didn’t  mean  to  interrupt. 

TRIP 

Shut  up  - we  were  just  talking. 

RUSSELL 

Oh  yeah,  you  get  out  of  breath  when  you  talk? 

CONRAD 

We  were  trying  to  hide  me.  We  thought  you  were  someone  else. 

RUSSELL 

Who’d  you  think  I was? 

CONRAD 

This  girl. 

RUSSELL 

Go  on... 

CONRAD 

Some  chick  from  the  internet.  You  might  want  to  stick  around  actually,  Old  Trippy  boy 
here  might  pass  up  a great  opportunity. 

(Trip  sits  down.) 

RUSSELL 

What  kind  of  opportunity? 

CONRAD 

The  kind  of  opportunities  most  virgins  dream  of. 
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Ohhh,  that  kind  of  opportunity. 

RUSSELL 

Russell,  did  you  know  1 was  a virgin? 

TRIP 

Yeah. 

RUSSELL 

(matter  of  fact) 

How’d  you  know? 

CONRAD 

(Russell  smirks  and  nods  over  to  Trip.) 

RUSSELL 

Look  at  him.  He’s  a walking  panic  attack. 

(Russell  leans  down  to  Trips  level  on  one  knee,  like  a father  to  a son.) 

RUSSELL 

(Mock  sincere) 

You  know  Trip  - If  you  don’t  want  to  go  through  with  it,  it’s  no  biggie,  man.  Lots  of  guys  feel 
the  same  way. 

(Russell  glances  a smirk  at  Conrad  and  does  the  jerk-off  motion) 

I mean  hey,  I’ll  fuck  her  for  you  if  you  want. 


Wait  in  line. 

CONRAD 

You  already  called  dibs? 

RUSSELL 

(to  Conrad) 
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TRIP 

Guys,  if  anybody  is  going  to  have  sex  with  her  it’s  me  - what’s  with  this  dibs  shit?  You’re 
both  standing  in  line  behind  me  like  she's  a fucking  drinking  fountain  or  something. 

RUSSELL 

So  is  she  cute? 

CONRAD 

He  hasn’t  seen  her  picture. 

RUSSELL 

(shocked) 

You  haven’t  seen  her  picture?  What  are  you  crazy?  Has  she  seen  you? 

TRIP 

No. 

RUSSELL 

There’s  something  suspicious  about  a girl  who  will  fuck  a guy  she  hasn’t  even  looked 
at.  What  if  you  looked  like  Powder? 

CONRAD 

What  if? 

TRIP 

Maybe  she  isn’t  shallow. 

RUSSELL 

I’m  not  shallow  either,  but  that  doesn’t  mean  I want  to  bang  an  albino. 

TRIP 

Russell,  you  saying  you’re  not  shallow  is  like  me  saying  I can’t  wait  to  degrade  this  girl. 

RUSSELL 

That’s  bullshit,  I’m  not  shallow  - 1 did  a deaf  girl  once. 
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CONRAD 

If  that's  your  idea  of  not  being  shallow,  than  you’re  more  shallow  than  I ever  thought  you 
were.  There’s  nothing  wrong  with  deaf  people. 

RUSSELL 

No  shit,  there’s  nothing  wrong  with  deaf  people  - that  girl  did  shit  people  who  can  hear 
have  never  dreamed  of.  She  loved  it. 

TRIP 

How  would  you  know  she  enjoyed  it?  She  can’t  talk. 

RUSSELL 

I don’t  know,  I think  she  was  moaning  through  sign  language. 

TRIP 

You’re  such  a prick. 

RUSSELL 

Come  on,  Trip,  let  me  have  her. 

TRIP 

No!  She’s  probably  not  even  your  type. 

RUSSELL 

How  is  she  not  my  type? 

(pause) 

Does  she  have  a pussy? 

TRIP 

Yeah. 

RUSSELL 

Then  she’s  my  type.  An  earful  of  some  of  the  ol’  Russell  charm  and  she’s  putty  in  my 
hands. 


play 


104 


TRIP 

You  can’t  charm  anyone.  The  only  reason  you  “charmed”  the  deaf  girl  is  because  she 
couldn’t  hear  how  much  of  an  asshole  you  are. 

RUSSELL 

Fine.  Embarrass  yourself,  see  if  I care. 

(The  doorbell  rings.  The  guys  start  to  scramble,  then  come  back  to  talk  it  over.) 

RUSSELL 

What  do  we  do? 

TRIP 

What  do  we  do  - what  do  I do? 

CONRAD 

Moment  of  truth,  Trip,  what’s  it  going  to  be? 

(small  pause) 


TRIP 

Fuck,  one  of  you  guys  do  it. 

RUSSELL 

Rock,  paper,  scissors  - quick! 

(Russell  and  Conrad  start  the  game.  They  both  throw  scissors.  Russell  throws  scissors 
a second  time  and  Conrad  throws  paper,  losing.) 

CONRAD 

(protesting) 

That’s  bullshit,  you  saw  I threw  paper  before  you  had  your  scissors  up. 

RUSSELL 

Shut  the  fuck  up,  I’m  the  champ,  now  both  of  you  get  lost. 
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(Trip  and  Conrad  hide  in  the  bedroom.) 


Come  in! 

(Leslie,  a pretty  girl  enters.) 
Trip? 

That’s  right,  it’s  me,  Trip! 

It’s  so  nice  to  finally  meet  you. 


RUSSELL 

LESLIE 

RUSSELL 

(whimsical) 

LESLIE 

RUSSELL 


Thank  you.  And  I guess  it’s  alright  to  see  you  too.  Hah,  kidding,  kidding,  have  a seat 
darling.  I’ll  fix  you  a drink. 


(Russell  goes  over  and  starts  making  mixed  drinks.) 

LESLIE 

It’s  just  great  to  finally  be  here.  We’ve  been  talking  for  so  long  now.  How  long  has  it 
been? 

RUSSELL 

Ah,  jeez,  you  know  time  flies  when  you’re  having  fun  babe,  I can’t  quite  recall.  Long 
time  though,  long  time. 

(Russell  takes  a swig  from  the  bottle  before  pouring  some  in  his  own  glass.) 

RUSSELL 

I hope  you  like  roofies! 
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LESLIE 

(laughing) 

Trip,  I don’t  remember  you  having  such  a sense  of  humor.  You’re  quite  charming. 
(Russell  asks  her  to  repeat  so  that  the  real  Trip  can  overhear.) 

RUSSELL 

What's  that  you  say,  something  about  me  being  charming? 

LESLIE 

Yeah,  I said  you’re  a charmer. 

RUSSELL 

That’s  what  I thought  you  said,  I thought  you  said  “You’re  quite  charming.” 
(Russell  sits  down  with  the  drinks.) 


RUSSELL 

Here  we  are. 

(They  laugh  nervously.) 


So... 


LESLIE 

RUSSELL 


So  is  right. 

(Russell  starts  running  his  fingers  through  her  hair,  clearing  it  from  her  face.) 


LESLIE 

You're  pretty  forward.  I like  that. 

RUSSELL 

Why  don’t  you  cut  a little  slice  of  this  charm  cake  off  for  yourself? 
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LESLIE 

Um...l  don’t  really.. .know  what. ..that  means,  but,  okay. 
(They  both  start  leaning  in  to  kiss  before  she  pulls  back.) 


Wait.  1 have  this  thing. 

LESLIE 

Alright! 

RUSSELL 

(enticed) 

Tell  me  you  love  me  first. 

LESLIE 

1 looove  you. 

RUSSELL 

(obviously  not  meaning  it) 

LESLIE 

Aww,  say  my  name  when  you  tell  me  you  love  me,  I love  that. 

(Russell  begins  an  internal  panic  when  he  realizes  he  doesn't  know  her  name.) 


Urn. ..okay.  Luh.Joove  you.... 

RUSSELL 

Stac- 

TRIP 

(offstage) 

STACY! 

RUSSELL 

What  was  that? 

LESLIE 
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What  was  what,  baby? 

RUSSELL 

LESLIE 

Someone  just  said  my  name  back  there. 

RUSSELL 

What!  What  do  you  mean?  I said  it.  It  was  me,  Trip 
(Leslie  goes  to  open  up  the  bedroom  door.) 


What  the  fuck  is  this? 

LESLIE 

(Trip  and  Conrad  exit  to  the  main  area.) 

RUSSELL 

Guys,  what  the  fuck  are  you  doing  in  my  house?  I told  you  I was  busy. 

LESLIE 

You  were  just  gonna  fuck  me  while  your  friends  watch?  Is  that  it?  Who  do  you  think  you 
are?  Mr.  Big  Loads? 

RUSSELL 

Who  the  fuck  is  Mr.  Big  Loads? 


Peter  North. 

TRIP  & CONRAD 

Oh. ..(giggles). 

RUSSELL 

(pausing  before  recognition) 

What  the  fuck  is  going  on? 

LESLIE 
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TRIP 

Look.  Stacy,  I’m  sorry.  But. ..I'm  the  real  Trip.  I got  really  nervous  about  meeting  each 
other  and... like  an  idiot  I let  Russell  here  pretend  to  be  me. 

LESLIE 

What!?  You  were  just  going  to  let  me  fuck  some  strange  prick? 


Easy. . . 

RUSSELL 

I’m  sorry,  it  was  a horrible  idea. 

TRIP 

LESLIE 

Yeah,  Trip.  It  really  was.  I’m  out  of  here.  You  guys  make  me  sick. 
(As  Leslie  is  trying  to  exit  the  door,  Stacy,  the  real  one,  walks  in..) 


What  are  you  doing? 

LESLIE 

(quietly  to  Stacy) 

Which  one  of  you  is  Trip? 

STACY 

(Russell,  liking  what  he  sees,  raises  his  hand  as  well  as  Trip.' 


Russell,  come  on.  I’m  Trip. 

TRIP 

Trip,  it’s  me  Stacy. 

STACY 

Uh...l’m  confused. 

TRIP 
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STACY 


Look,  just  let  me  get  this  off  my  chest. 

CONRAD 

(to  Russell) 

She  should  leave  her  chest  alone,  it’s  perfect. 

STACY 

Look,  I was  really  nervous  about  us  meeting.  I felt  really  pressured  about  having  sex 
for  the  first  time.  You  see,  I’m  a virgin  and  my  friend  Leslie,  who  I love,  kept  pressuring 
me  to  do  it.  She  kept  saying  if  I didn’t  go  through  with  it  I’d  regret  it  for  the  rest  of  my 

life  and  that  I’d  never  have  an  opportunity  again.  I don’t  know.  I just  got  scared. ..so 

somehow  she  convinced  me  to  let  her  be  me  because  she  really  wanted  some  dick.  It 
was  a horrible  idea,  Trip.  I’m  so  sorry. 

TRIP 

I can’t  believe  this. 

STACY 

I told  you  I was  sorry. 

TRIP 

Don’t  be.  I did  the  same  thing.  That’s  why  he  raised  his  hand.  He  was  playing  me. 

STACY 

You  were  nervous  about  it,  too? 

TRIP 

I was,  I really  was.  But  I should  have  never  done  what  I did.  I’m  sorry,  too.  I don’t  know 
why  I wasn’t  just  honest. 

STACY 

Because  then  we  wouldn't  find  ourselves  in  this  comical  situation. 
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TRIP 

So  you’re  fine  with  taking  things  slow?  I thought  maybe  you  would  think  I was  less  of  a 
man. 

STACY 

Well  I do,  but  that  doesn’t  mean  I won’t  wait 

(Trip  appears  nervous.  Stacy  gives  Trip  a hug.) 

STACY 

Of  course  we  can  take  it  slow.  I was  just  kidding. 

RUSSELL 

God,  you’re  both  pathetic.  It’s  just  fucking,  (to  Leslie)  And  what’s  your  deal?  If  you  were 
so  gung  ho  about  being  a ho  then  what  was  all  that  tell  me  you  love  me  bullshit? 

LESLIE 

I don’t  know.  I was  just  trying  to  represent  Stacy  well.  She  would  never  just  fuck  some 
random  guy,  like  me. 

RUSSELL 

I’m  pretty  random. 

LESLIE 

To  be  honest,  I did  think  you  were  cute.... we  could  give  it  a try. 

RUSSELL 

I don’t  know  how  I feel  about. ..sloppy.. .hundredths. 

(Leslie  looks  upset.) 

RUSSELL 

(real  uppity) 


I’m  just  kidding,  I’m  totally  down. 
(Leslie  and  Russell  hug.) 
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CONRAD 

So... wait... I get  nothing? 

TRIP 

Yeah,  pretty  much. 

CONRAD 

This  is  bullshit.  You  saw  my  paper  before  you  threw  the  scissors,  i’m  fucking  out  of 
here. 

(Conrad  storms  out.) 


LESLIE 

But  just  because  I’m  easy  doesn’t  mean  I’m  shallow,  Russell.  I don't  want  you  to  think 
I’m  shallow  at  all,  because  I’m  not. ..I  mean. ..I  did  a deaf  guy  once. 

BLACKOUT.  THE  END. 
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Jennifer  Harris 


Revenge 

A lot  of  people  would  look  into  those  gorgeous,  deep  brown  eyes  and  melt.  I 
looked  into  those  evil  eyes  and  saw  his  desire  for  revenge. 

It  had  all  started  a few  months  earlier.  I was  working  on  the  flowers  that  surrounded 
my  house  when  I saw  the  destroyer  of  foundations  and  enemy  of  home  owners 
everywhere  - a chipmunk.  As  everyone  knows,  chipmunks  aren’t  solo  creatures. 

Where  there’s  one,  there’s  a thousand  more.  The  damn  things  had  probably  set  up 
an  entire  city  around  the  foundation  of  my  house.  They  were  probably  sipping  lattes 
and  decorating  their  new  homes  that  very  minute.  They  had  to  be  stopped  before 
permanent  and  expensive  damage  was  done,  so  I did  what  any  home  owner  would  do 
- I called  a critter  control  company. 

The  man  who  got  out  of  the  giant  van  bore  a striking  resemblance  to  the  little 
critters  he  hunts.  He  was  short  and  stocky  with  brown  hair  and  deep  brown  eyes. 

“You  Kelly  Evers?”  he  nearly  squeaked. 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Okay  then,  ma’am,  let  see  if  we  can  find  your  critters.”  He  scurried  around  the 
house,  shaking  his  head  as  he  scanned  the  ground. 

I swear  his  nose  twitched  like  a rabbit’s  when  he  looked  at  me  and  said,  “Yup, 
you’ve  got  mice,  alright,  ma’am.” 

His  statement  confused  me.  “Umm,  no... I’ve  got  chipmunks.”  I was  beginning 
to  think  that  this  guy  had  inhaled  a little  too  much  poison  during  his  years  as  a critter 
control  man.  He  was  definitely  starting  to  creep  me  out. 

With  a firm  tone,  he  corrected  me.  “NO,  ma’am,  you’ve  got  MICE.  It’s  a good  thing 
too.  See,  chipmunks  are  protected  by  law.  If  you  had  chipmunks,  I’d  have  to  leave 
with  an  ‘I’m  sorry,  but  I can’t  help  you.’  But  mice... we  can  kill  mice.” 

The  light  dawned,  “Oooohhhh,  okay.  You’re  right.  I’ve  got  mice... lots  and  lots 
of  mice.”  With  a wink,  I turned  and  began  to  walk  away.  Suddenly  I stopped  and 
stammered,  “Umm... the  stuff  you  use... is  it... you  know....” 

Sensing  what  was  causing  my  apprehension,  the  critter  man  put  me  at  ease  with 
a simple  explanation  when  he  twittered,  “No  worries,  ma'am.  It's  fast.  They  don’t 
feel  much.” 

Feeling  better  about  the  situation,  I left  the  man  to  his  work.  When  he  was  finished, 
he  warned  me  that  in  a few  days,  I would  notice  a slight  odor  near  the  outside  walls  of 
the  house.  But  not  to  worry,  the  smell  wouldn’t  be  very  strong  and  it  would  dissipate 
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rapidly.  No  problem.  A little  smell  in  the  corners  wouldn’t  bother  me  a bit. 

A few  days  later,  I noticed  the  odor  the  critter  man  had  warned  me  about.  It  wasn’t 
very  strong,  and  I thought  I could  live  with  it.  You  couldn’t  even  smell  it  in  the  kitchen  or 
family  room,  and  the  second  level  was  completely  immune  to  it.  That  was  no  problem 
at  all.  I could  live  with  the  mild  smell  for  a few  days.  Or  so  I thought. 

I woke  up  that  night,  sure  that  the  smell  had  drifted  upstairs.  Telling  myself  it  was 
all  in  my  head,  I tried  to  go  back  to  sleep.  Two  hours  later  with  the  smell  of  a thousand 
rotting  little  corpses  making  slumber  impossible,  I packed  a bag  and  headed  to  a local 
hotel  where  I holed  up  for  five  days.  By  the  end  of  the  fifth  day,  the  smell  was  gone 
from  the  house  and  I was  able  to  move  back  in.  Life  was  about  to  get  back  to  normal, 
and  I was  relieved  to  finally  be  done  with  the  nightmare. 

About  a week  later,  I was  standing  in  the  pasture  with  my  horse.  We  were  enjoying 
a pleasant  afternoon  of  easy  companionship,  like  we  do  every  Saturday.  That’s  when  I 
saw  him.  Just  a month  before,  no  one  could  have  convinced  me  that  chipmunks  have 
a secret  communication  network  capable  of  letting  country  critters  know  of  the  demise 
of  city  critters.  But  there  was  proof  positive  - a chipmunk  staring  me  down,  intent  on 
revenge.  He  knew  I had  massacred  his  city  kinfolk,  and  he  and  his  country  brethren 
had  come  to  the  barn  to  take  me  out. 

I stood  as  still  as  I could  and  stared  into  those  cold,  evil,  calculating  eyes.  Neither 
of  us  moved,  and  we  seemed  locked  in  an  eternal  struggle.  I was  determined  not  to 
let  him  win  though.  As  I stood  there  in  a tense  stand-off  with  the  evil  little  critter,  Phyllis, 
the  barn  gossip,  sneaked  up  on  me  and  interrupted  my  silent  duel. 

“Hi,  Kelly.  You  won’t  believe  what  I just  heard  about  Margaret.  Mary  Beth  was  here 
last  night  and  she  ran  into  Margaret,  who  was  crying.  Well,  naturally  I assumed  that  her 
jackass  of  a husband  was  cheating  again,  but  it  turns  out  that  her  daughter 
is  pregnant....” 

Normally  I would  patiently  listen  to  Phyllis’s  latest  bit  of  gossip,  but  I didn’t  have  time 
to  worry  about  poor  Margaret  and  her  never-ending  parade  of  troubles.  The  woman 
really  needed  to  divorce  her  abusive  husband  and  turn  that  slut  of  a daughter  out  on 
her  ass,  but  I had  bigger  problems  to  worry  about  at  the  moment.  So  I tuned  Phyllis 
out  and  concentrated  on  trying  to  locate  my  arch  nemesis  with  my  peripheral  vision.  I 
couldn’t  get  a lock  on  the  little  devil  and  my  brain  began  to  scream  the  words  that  I 
wanted  to  shout  at  Phyllis.  Blah,  blah,  blah... I don’t  give  a damn,  Phyllis!  Can’t  you 
see  I’m  busy?  I’m  in  a stand-off  with  a damn  chipmunk,  and  your  ridiculous  blathering 
is  going  to  cost  me  the  battle!  Phyllis  was  still  yammering.  Hurry  up,  hurry  up,  HURRY 
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UP!  Just  when  I thought  I would  lose  my  mind,  this  bit  of  gossip  was  cut  mercifully 
short  because  Phyllis  saw  Margaret  arrive  at  the  barn. 

“Oh,  there’s  Margaret.  I’ll  go  see  what  else  I can  find  out  then  I’ll  come  back  and 
tell  you  about  it.  See  you  in  a minute,  Kelly.” 

“OkaythanksPhyllis.”  The  words  weren't  completely  out  when  I turned  and  began 
scanning  the  pasture  for  my  foe.  He  was  gone.  Stupid  Phyllis  had  given  him  the 
opening  he  needed  to  get  away.  I was  certain  he  had  gone  to  get  his  little  buddies  so 
that  they  could  launch  their  attack.  My  mind  raced  with  the  possibilities.  They’re  sitting 
somewhere  on  the  property  waiting  to  ambush  me.  I bet  some  of  them  are  trying  to 
sabotage  my  car.  They  could  be  biting  little  holes  in  the  tires  or  chewing  through  the 
brake  line.  Do  chipmunks  have  tools?  They  could  be  pulling  out  spark  plugs  and 
disconnecting  stuff.  I don’t  know  what  stuff,  but  I bet  they  know  a lot  about  engines. 
And  they’re  small  - they  can  really  get  in  there  and  mess  with  the  engine.  I wonder  if 
they  know  how  to  make  bombs.  They  could  make  little  chipmunk  bombs  and  leave 
them  in  the  engine  so  the  car  blows  when  I start  it  up.  I have  to  get  to  my  car! 

I said  goodbye  to  my  horse  and  hoped  that  it  wouldn’t  be  the  last  time  I would 
ever  see  him.  I had  to  fight  the  urge  to  run  across  the  pasture  and  through  the  parking 
lot  to  my  car.  I didn’t  want  to  draw  too  much  attention.  Car  trouble  is  a community 
affair  at  a barn.  I couldn't  let  my  fellow  horsemen  know  I was  in  a life-or-death  battle 
with  chipmunks.  These  were  animal  lovers,  and  there  was  an  excellent  possibility  that 
they  would  take  the  chipmunks’  side.  Ironically,  horse  thieving  is  still  a hanging  offense 
in  the  state  of  Kansas,  so  they  could  claim  that  I had  tried  to  make  off  with  someone 
else’s  horse.  The  law  is  still  on  the  books,  and  if  they  got  an  animal  lover  for  a judge, 
they  might  get  away  with  it.  I didn’t  need  that  kind  of  hassle,  so  I tried  to  maintain  a 
reasonable  pace. 

The  first  thing  I did  when  I got  to  the  car  was  to  circle  it.  This  is  a common  practice 
at  barns.  It’s  easy  to  pick  up  a flat  at  a barn,  so  no  one  would  think  it  was  strange  if 
they  saw  me  checking  my  tires.  I walked  around  slowly,  looking  for  evidence  of  tiny 
teeth  marks.  Not  finding  any,  I dropped  my  keys  on  the  ground  so  I could  get  a quick 
peek  under  the  car.  I looked  for  chipmunk  tails  and  tiny  tools,  but  I didn’t  see  any.  It 
would  have  been  nice  to  have  a mirror  on  a stick  like  they  use  in  movies  to  check  for 
bombs  under  the  car,  but  I didn’t  have  that  luxury.  I was  going  to  have  to  get  up  and 
get  in  the  car. 

I wanted  to  lift  the  hood  and  check  the  engine,  but  that  would  draw  attention.  I 
didn’t  know  what  an  engine  was  supposed  to  look  like,  and  everyone  knew  it.  I 
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couldn’t  afford  to  draw  the  attention  of  helpful  onlookers,  so  I got  in  the  car  and 
opened  the  glove  compartment.  I didn't  see  any  stowaways,  so  I felt  around  under 
the  dashboard  for  loose  wires  and  fuzzy  things.  When  I didn’t  find  anything  that  way,  I 
knew  the  only  thing  left  was  to  start  the  engine. 

My  hand  hovered  near  the  ignition  for  a moment.  I didn’t  want  to  insert  the  key.  I 
just  knew  the  car  was  going  to  blow.  I saw  Phyllis  walking  across  the  lot.  I couldn’t 
let  her  get  to  me.  If  she  got  there,  she’d  notice  my  shaking  hand  and  start  blasting  me 
with  questions.  I had  to  start  the  damn  car.  I put  the  key  in  the  ignition,  thinking  that  at 
least  my  spectacular  death  would  take  her  attention  off  of  poor  Margaret  for  a while.  I 
held  my  breath  as  I turned  the  key.  The  engine  hesitated  for  a moment,  and  my  heart 
nearly  stopped.  Then  the  engine  roared  to  life,  and  relief  flooded  through  me.  The 
chipmunks  hadn't  gotten  to  my  car  after  all.  I was  safe. 

I rolled  down  my  window,  waved  to  Phyllis,  and  happily  backed  out  of  my  parking 
spot.  As  I pulled  down  the  drive,  Phyllis  got  in  her  car  and  tried  to  start  her  engine. 

Just  as  my  car  pulled  onto  the  road,  I heard  an  explosion  and  felt  the  repercussions  jolt 
my  car.  I jammed  on  the  brakes  and  slid  to  a halt  a few  feet  from  the  entrance  to  the 
barn  property.  I looked  in  my  rear  view  mirror  to  see  a fireball  where  Phyllis’s  car  had 
been  parked. 

As  I sat  stunned  and  motionless  in  the  driver’s  seat  of  my  car,  I heard  a thousand 
chipmunk  voices  whisper,  “Next  time  murderer... next  time.” 
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Nicole  Jacobs 


More  Than  a Man 

“I  want  to  welcome  everyone  listening  to  our  show  this  evening.  Once  again,  if 
you’re  just  tuning-in,  I’m  here  with  our  special  guest  Frank.  Frank  has  an  extraordinary 
story  to  tell  our  listeners.  He  is  a human  that  looks  like  a spider!  Yes  listeners,  you  heard 
correctly,  a spider.  And  he  is  here  in  our  studio  to  tell  our  listeners  at  KILL  103.7  satellite 
radio  his  story.  So  Frank,  what  I want  to  know,  as  well  as  our  listeners  tonight,  is  how 
this  happened,  how  you  live  your  daily  life,  and  any  other  information  that  will  help  us  all 
get  an  idea  of  how  you  live  as  a human-spider.” 

“Well,  Shelia,  I just  want  to  say  that  I am  very  grateful  that  you  have  let  me  come 
this  evening  and  tell  my  story.  I want  the  general  public  to  know  my  story. 

“I  live  my  day  just  as  any  real  person  does.  I eat  food  like  any  other  person;  I sleep 
like  any  other  person,  and  am  no  different  than  any  person,  except  for  my  appearance. 
However,  my  life  is  nothing  but  normal.  I am  a human  who  is  a spider.  I realize  that  most 
people  have  read  the  comic  and  have  watched  the  movies.  Those  are  lies!  I do  not  fight 
crime.  If  I could,  I would,  but  I do  not,  and  my  reasoning  is  simple...  I’m  a freak  and 
would  just  be  laughed  at.  There  would  also  be  no  way  I could  hide  my  identity. 

“How  do  I explain  my  reasoning?  I guess  I will  start  off  when  this  unfortunate 
accident  happened.  I was  an  average  1 7-year-old  growing  up  in  a small  town.  I was 
in  high  school.  I was  the  point-guard  on  my  high  school’s  winning  basketball  team.  I 
was  having  sex  on  a regular  basis  with  my  girlfriend,  who  happened  to  be  the  captain 
of  the  cheerleading  squad  and  the  court-warming  queen.  I was  also  on  my  way  to  Mill 
University  on  a sports  scholarship,  where  my  girlfriend  was  going  as  well.  Everything 
was  going  great.  I didn't  think  anything  could  or  would  go  wrong.  I was  very  mistaken. 

“It  was  the  night  of  the  1 2th  of  October.  I just  got  home  from  a date  with  my  favorite 
girl  and  was  going  to  bed  so  I could  be  rested  for  the  big  basketball  game  against 
Norfolk  the  following  day.  My  game  needed  to  be  on!” 

“I’m  sure  it  did!  I think  our  listeners  can  relate,  since  our  city’s  team  just  won 
the  championship!” 

“I  was  in  bed,  and  that  is  when  it  happened!  I felt  a tight  pinch  on  my  arm,  the  kind 
of  pinch  that  releases  penetrating  heat.  I awoke  instantly,  and  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 

I saw  a huge  black  spider  disappearing  down  the  bed.  It  being  so  late  at  night,  I was 
confused  if  I was  dreaming  or  awake. 

“Just  like  any  other  normal  day,  the  morning  came  and  brought  the  sun.  That  is 
when  I noticed  the  huge  welt  on  my  arm.  This  was  not  like  any  other  spider  bite  I have 
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had;  this  was  enormous,  taking  the  whole  of  my  arm  like  I had  grown  a second  bicep, 
and  holy  shit  did  it  hurt!  To  touch  the  welt  felt  like  my  finger  was  a blade  that  had  just 
been  sharpened.  I didn’t  know  what  to  do,  so  I just  decided  to  get  dressed  for  school.  I 
had  to  go  to  school,  because  the  school  was  counting  on  me  to  beat  Norfolk. 

“At  school  is  when  I started  feeling  very  weird.  My  insides  felt  like  a jellyfish  was 
inside  my  body  swimming  around  and  stinging  every  inch  of  me.  It  felt  like  the  hair  on 
my  body  was  growing  insanely  fast.  However,  I kept  this  all  to  myself  and  that  night  I 
played  in  the  basketball  game. 

“The  following  day,  I was  unable  to  go  to  the  doctor,  even  though  the  pain  was 
unbearable,  and  the  bite  had  become  a damned  black  spot.  I just  did  not  want  to 
be  seen  in  public.  During  the  night,  something  had  happened  to  my  body.  It  had 
transformed!  On  either  side  of  my  body  I had  grown,  somehow,  three  nubs  that 
protruded  out.  I’m  talking  NUBS!  And  if  that  wasn’t  worse,  I had  also  become  extremely 
hairy.  This  hair  was  not  soft;  it  had  a thread  like  texture  and  was  sensitive.  I could  feel 
vibrations  from  the  wind,  a shout,  and  the  vibration  coming  from  the  dryer  down  in  the 
basement.  I was  freaking  out;  either  this  was  all  a sick  dream  or  I was  losing  my 
fucking  mind.” 

“You  really  didn’t  put  the  symptoms  and  the  spider  together  at  that  time?” 

“Well,  would  you  seriously  think  logically?  All  this  was  happening  so  fast  to  my  body. 
I was  more  than  confused  and  scared.  That  was  until  I calmed  myself  and  started  to 
really  assess  the  situation.  Then  I fucking  remembered!  The  damn  spider  the  night 
before!  But  there  is  no  logic!  This  does  not  happen  except  in  the  movies  and  comics, 
which  are  made  up  by  some  gifted  artist  and  author.  Plus,  it  just  isn't  possible,  yet  it 
was  happening!  Worst  of  all,  I could  not  stop  it. 

All  of  a sudden,  with  my  mind  racing  with  confusion  and  anger,  I had  a huge  urge 
to  take  a crap,  the  crap  where  if  you  don’t  do  it  just  then,  you  will  lose  all  control  of 
your  bowels  and  just  make  yourself  sick.  I found  out  fast  that  this  crap  was  not  any 
ordinary  crap.  What  came  out  of  my  ass  was  not  shit,  but  a white,  silky,  stringy,  sticky 
substance.  I just  shit  out  a web!  I WAS  BECOMING  A GODDAMN  SPIDER! 

“And  if  you  thought  I had  done  all  my  new  “growing,”  you  are  mistaken.  Instead 
of  becoming  well-gifted  with  good  sight,  I had  actually  started  to  grow  eyeballs  - six 
to  be  exact.  These  started  to  grow  like  zits,  but  instead  of  going  away  in  a couple  of 
weeks,  they  became  bigger  and  would  eventually  “blossom  open”  to  reveal  a black 
eyeball.  The  way  I see  now  would  best  describe  like  when  you  watch  TVs  that  are  close 
together,  like,  for  example,  at  a television  store  and  they  are  all  on  the  same  station. 
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This  was  all  quite  depressing  and  annoying. 

“While  all  this  was  happening  (it  took  four  days  for  all  my  new  advancements  to 
come  in),  I did  not  see  anyone,  including  my  parents  or  my  girlfriend.  I told  them  I 
was  very  sick  and  stayed  in  bed.  I was  so  badly  depressed  that  I thought  about  killing 
myself,  but  that  would  be  against  everything  that  I stood  for,  growing  up  as  a Catholic 
and  going  to  a Catholic  school.  So  instead  of  facing  disappointment  and  mockery,  I 
faked  my  own  death.” 

“How  did  you  get  away  with  it?  How  did  you  do  fake  your  own  death?” 

“Well,  Shelia,  with  the  faking  of  my  death,  I lost  my  friends,  family,  hopes,  dreams, 
and  happiness.  I will  not  say  how  I did  it  or  when  (I  do  not  even  use  my  real  name) 
because  the  people  out  there  who  know  me  to  be  dead  will  stay  that  way.  It  is  easier  for 
them  because  they  do  not  have  to  know  my  pain  or  the  transformation  I have 
gone  through.” 

“That  is  understandable.  Go  on,  we  are  almost  out  of  time.” 

“After  that  all  happened,  I took  refuge  in  another  state  but  not  in  a hotel  or  a house. 
No,  I lived  in  the  woods,  a true  spider’s  habitat.  I hate  to  say  it,  but  I survived  on  insects 
I caught  on  my  web.  Yes,  my  web,  and  like  I said  before,  the  string  did  not  come  out  of 
my  arms  like  on  those  movies  and  comics.  It  did  and  still  does  come  out  of  my  ass.” 

“How  long  have  you  lived  like  this?” 

“I  have  lived  in  the  woods  for  nearly  25  years  now.  I have  never  shown  my  face, 
until  now,  to  the  public.  I mentioned  before  that  I did  not  fight  crime  because  I would 
be  a mockery,  and  this  is  true.  If  I was  to  catch  a thief  with  my  web,  I would  have  to  pull 
down  my  pants  and  push  out  the  string  with  force,  which  is  accompanied  with  a loud 
fart.  You  try  forcing  something  out  of  your  ass  without  a sound  coming  out.  Anyway, 
that  is  embarrassing  in  itself  and  my  web-throwing  capabilities  are  not  accurate.  As 
you  can  probably  guess,  I do  not  practice.  It  does  not  shoot  out  fast  with  lightning 
speed,  and  I can’t  really  grab  a string  without  clinching  my  butt-cheeks  together.  Trust 
me;  it  is  not  easy.  If  anyone  had  the  capabilities,  I don’t  think  anyone  would  want  to 
be  seen.  However,  the  movies  and  comics  did  get  one  thing  correct.  I do  have  great 
flexibility  now,  but  that  is  all  I have  going  for  me. 

“Becoming  the  real  spider-man  hasn’t  made  me  humble,  regretful,  or  spiritual.  It 
has  truly  made  me  wish  that  I had  just  killed  myself  when  I was  younger.  I do  not  have 
a life.  I do  not  have  the  love  of  a significant  other,  I do  not  even  know  if  I can  fornicate 
or  if  it  even  works  anymore.  Plus,  who  in  their  right  mind  would  love  a freak  such  as 
me?  I have  lived  in  fear  of  the  human  race  (I  do  not  know  if  I can  call  myself  a human 
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anymore)  for  years  now,  knowing  that  if  I was  to  show  my  face,  I would  be  humiliated, 
taunted,  and  possibly  killed.  I wanted  to  come  today  to  your  program  and  tell  my  story 
so  that  people  from  all  over  would  know  my  story  and  my  struggle  with  becoming  a 
spider.  I also  wanted  people  to  know  that  anything  can  happen  in  this  world  and  not  to 
trust  anything  that  seems  safe.  I want  to  thank  you  for  your  time  and  allowing  me  to  tell 
my  story.” 

“We  greatly  appreciate  it  and  are  glad  that  we  could  do  it  for  you.  Your  story  is  truly 
impressive.  You  have  lived  a most  extraordinary  life,  and  I know  you  have  given  people 
out  there  a sense  of  wonder  and  amazement  to  know  that  you  exist  and  live  among  us. 
I do  feel  sorry  for  you  and  wish  that  none  of  what  happened  to  you  ever  did.  You  are 
truly  special  and  amazing,  and  thank  you  to  all  of  our  listeners.  Good  night.” 

As  the  spider-man  walks  out  of  the  room,  he  reaches  inside  his  pocket  and  pulls 
out  the  gun  he  has  had  for  many  years.  A shot  is  heard  and  the  real  spider-man  finds 
the  happiness  which  he  has  not  had  in  many,  many  years. 
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Buddy  Blackman 


Teddy  Boy 

I was  on  and  about  my  way  to  the  Bopper’s  for  a swing,  when  my  night  and  life 
was  turned  upside  down  as  I knew  it.  Minding  me  own  business,  stopping  to  light  a 
smoke,  I became  overtook  by  a couple  of  rogue  Sirs  of  the  night.  They  picked  me  up 
and  turned  me  endways,  holding  my  ankles  like  a bullied  child  in  a cafeteria  - coins 
and  wallet  falling  to  the  floor  for  the  taking.  Letting  go  of  my  ankles,  I took  an  Olympic 
nosedive  to  the  sidewalk  as  these  “gentlemen”  scour  my  belongings  with  the  rapidity  of 
youngsters  after  a good  ol’  pinata  smashing.  I laid  penniless  and  nose-bloodied  as  the 
sounds  of  their  hurried  footsteps  fade  to  silence  - punctuated  only  by  my  whimpering. 
And  I was  supposed  to  be  the  tough  lad. . . 

And  the  tough  lad  I was.  Whenever  a feller  felt  the  need  to  scuff  with  me  OR  my 
brothas,  there  was  no  time  to  talk.  Words  meant  nil  next  to  a quick  strike  that  could 
say  more  than  a mouthful.  Wits,  I might  have,  but  patience,  I do  not.  I can  stand 
there  running  my  gabber  as  long  as  anyone  who’s  been  miffed,  but  there  comes  a 
point  when  the  whole  bit  gets  too  cheeky,  and  pain  must  be  inflicted.  But  here  I was, 
blindsided  by  a couple  of  fucking  duffers,  and  I knew  it  could  only  mean  one  thing: 
James  Poole  was  back  to  town.  No  one  had  the  guff  to  make  a go  at  it  with  me  without 
having  their  backs  properly  protected. 

James  Poole,  known  creatively  by  his  entourage  of  Nancy-boys  as  Jimmy,  was 
one  of  the  biggest  wankers  I’d  ever  crossed.  Ya  see,  my  gang  of  boys,  men  rather, 
we’re  not  the  sorts  of  ruffians  to  pick  something  from  nothing.  We  had  our  own  way, 
right  - we  didn't  see  the  reason  in  making  shambles  with  the  public.  We  liked  going 
about,  having  real  nice  of  a time,  and  being  about  our  way.  Just  because  we  fancied 
one  another’s  company,  traveling  by  pack,  didn’t  mean  we  got  our  jollies  by  pickin’ 
on  commoners,  but  Jimmy  Poole  had  it  different,  ya  see.  Jimmy  Poole  liked  to  get  his 
hooks  in  the  lot  of  us  and  keep  on  twisting  ‘til  there  ain’t  nothing  left  - like  he’s  some 
sort  of  action  man.  He  thought  he  had  his  hooks  in  me  real  well  once  upon  a time,  but 
that’s  not  quite  reality. 

There’s  a big  annual  well-to-do  held  at  the  local  hall  where  the  fat  cats  came  to 
meow  as  loud  as  they  could.  Object  being,  the  rich  will  marry  the  rich;  but  all  that 
really  happened  was  the  young  gents  search  for  some  dishy  bird  to  have  a little  rumpy 
pumpy  with  and  vanished.  It  just  so  happened,  however,  that  a few  of  these  back,  I 
found  a doll  while  looking  for  a slag.  Her  name  was  Emma.  This  one  had  the  smarts, 
ya  see,  or  so  I’d  thought.  Had  I known  she’d  turn  out  to  be  all  fur  coat  and  no  knickers, 
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I’d-a-never  bothered.  I came  to  understand  that  if  it  wasn't  shallow  or  sparkling,  it 
wasn't  her  cup  of  tea.  Luckily,  old  Poole  boy  took  her  off  me  hands  in  time  for  this 
year’s  gala,  which  is  merely  days  away.  Those  are  the  hooks  that  he  thought  have 
lodged  deep  inside  me,  but  the  bloke  would  have  found  another  hole  to  plug,  had  he 
known  the  future  would  work  out  in  my  favor. 

I had  been  with  Emma  from  the  night  of  the  ball  we  met  at,  until  a couple  months 
ago.  We  had  our  cheery  moments,  and  I wouldn’t  be  bitter  if  it  were  any  other  chap 
than  Poole  to  nick  her.  She  was  a nice  totty,  but  I had  gotten  well  tired  of  getting  my 
rocks  off  with  one  snapper.  Seemed  everything  that  started  to  come  from  her  beak 
sounded  dodgy  to  me,  but  I guess  I sort  of  loved  the  girl,  so  I did  me  best  to  let  it  slide. 

In  comes  Poole  one  night  when  she  was  out  with  her  girlfriends  at  the  pub  and  she 
was  eating  up  all  the  rubbish  he  was  feeding.  Next  I know,  she’s  decided  to  part  ways 
in  exchange  for  the  rival.  Typical.  But  as  I said,  what  intended  to  harm  was  all  for  the 
great.  I’ve  found  myself  a different  poshy  tart  named  Addison,  and  she’s  yet  another 
that  Poole  had  never  closed.  I know  what  it  was  like  to  be  with  the  two  of  them,  and 
as  I lay  in  my  beaten  spot,  I remembered  that  I still  have  the  edge.  Because  right  now, 
despite  the  bloody  tenderness,  I’m  still  grinning  on  the  inside,  while  Pooley  boy’s  ear 
was  most  likely  getting  chatted  up  by  Emma’s  relentless  speaker.  It’s  the  WHO  of  this 
problem  not  the  WHAT,  right,  because  women  weren’t  what  makes  me  tick.  It’s  when 
people  tried  to  steal  my  thunder  when  I’m  cutting  loose  to  the  music  that  really  winds 
the  clock. 

I collected  my  composure  and  stood  up  straight,  striking  a match  to  finish  lighting 
me  cigarette.  I didn't  leg  it  after  the  cowards  because  I knew  their  day  will  come 
largely.  Instead,  I carried  on  my  way  like  nothing  occurred,  arriving  at  the  Bopper’s  for  a 
splendid  swing. 

In  the  club,  I sink  right  into  the  tunes,  making  a sly  boogie  towards  the  mates. 

There  they  sat  at  the  usual  table,  laughing  it  up  behind  a wall  of  cigarette  clouds.  Smiles 
turned  to  frowns,  however,  when  they  got  a gander  at  my  face.  All  at  once,  they  wished 
for  every  detail  of  the  smashing  that  left  red  running  down  from  my  sniffer. 

“Easy,  boys,”  I said,  not  wanting  the  stirred  feelings  to  ruin  the  evening;  an  evening 
I was  particularly  bent  on  enjoying.  The  boys  were  not  so  easily  eased  - General, 
especially.  General  was  my  best  mate.  He  had  the  intellect  of  a fucking  infant,  but  the 
bloke  could  make  you  chuck  from  laughing.  My  dear  old  mum  could  have  just  been 
murdered  and  I swore  to  it  that  the  General  could  still  make  me  crack  one.  As  silly  as 
he  was,  though,  he  took  to  my  knocking  with  deeper  pity  than  I.  The  General  wanted  to 
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rectify  it  then  and  there,  but  again,  I rather  tied  one  on  than  rally  a search  party.  Several 
pints  later,  and  a cleanse  of  my  mug,  all  was  momentarily  forgotten. 

As  the  boys  settled  down,  I remained  swinging  away  in  an  impressive  performance. 
With  timing  perfectly  synced  with  the  tempo  and  rhythm  and  my  technique  precise,  I 
had  forgotten  for  a moment  that  the  presser  of  my  button  had  returned.  I had  forgotten 
all  about  how  Emma  convinced  the  shirty  fuck  into  running  away  like  a couple  of 
children  to  start  a new  life.  But  the  town  was  small,  and  the  magnetic  beam  of  the 
annual  soiree  forever  drew  one  back.  And  it  was  in  that  subconscious  instantly  that  I 
returned  and  realized  they  were  here  for  the  ball. 

I tried  to  liven  up  the  knackered  boys  enough  to  make  the  stroll  back  to  the  houses. 
It  was  a bizarre  sight  outside  the  pub,  as  the  sky  was  confused  as  to  whether  it’s  night 
or  day.  In  the  spooky  dim,  we  walked,  shoulder-bumping,  back  to  our  spots.  The  boys, 
as  I,  needed  to  rest  - because  the  night  after  next  has  rich  potential  for  a romp. 

I woke  and  forced  myself  not  to  formulate  any  plan  or  muse  any  speculations.  I 
pledged  to  myself  to  live  the  day  like  I would  any  other.  I’m  going  to  pick  up  Addison 
from  the  etiquette  class  and  give  her  a smoke  on  the  old  pink  cigar.  I’ll  take  her  to  the 
pictures  and  have  a mindless  couple  of  hours,  before  I exit  to  get  snookered  with  the 
boys  and,  perhaps,  cut  some  rug. 

The  boys,  with  their  families  all  wealthy  like  mine,  would  be  attending  tonight's 
shindig  as  well.  I did  not  forewarn  them  of  Poole’s  likely  appearance  because  I wanted 
complete  control.  I had  a shower,  getting  clean  and  right  for  the  night  as  Addison  did 
the  same.  I put  on  trousers  and  the  rest  of  my  getup  before  running  a comb.  Once  all 
is  well,  I went  to  my  cruiser  and  put  the  top  up  so  the  breeze  doesn’t  disturb  my  do. 

I picked  the  squeeze  up  and  she  was  ravishing  as  usual,  if  not  more  so.  She  was  all 
hot  for  the  dance  and  tried  to  give  me  a tug  on  the  ride  but  I stopped  her  to  keep  my 
concentration.  She  wasn’t  offended,  which  delighted  me,  because  I wished  for  the 
perfect  evening. 

In  we  are,  indulging  the  festivities  as  high  society  slithered  around.  General  and 
the  mates  entered,  grinning  at  the  outlandish  event.  The  mingle  continued  as  the 
boys  acted  like  fucking  Magellan  in  their  search  of  a pretty  tail.  I myself  remained 
focus  on  dancing,  Addison  getting  hers  as  well.  The  music  was  live,  emboldening  my 
performance.  Just  when  I was  starting  to  fancy  that  I had  topped  myself  from  the  other 
night,  in  walks  Jimmy  Jim  with  dear  old  Emma.  The  last  time  I saw  her  face,  I wanted  to 
spit  in  it,  and  with  Jimmy  boy,  it  was  nothing  new. 

The  boys  took  notice  of  our  target  as  he  entered  the  scene  like  he’s  done  nothing 
wrong.  They  also  took  notice  that  I was  unaffected,  so  they  started  no  quarrel.  I stayed 
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cordial,  minding  me  own  business,  like  I was  that  night  walking  to  the  Bopper’s. 

Addison  left  to  have  a smoke,  which  gave  Emma  the  courage  to  approach  me  - Poole 
not  far  behind. 

Emma  started  going  off  about  how  it  was  good  to  see  me  and  all  that,  and  I told  her 
the  same.  Five  seconds  in  and  I was  already  tired  of  her  yak,  but  I made  no  face. 

“I  see  you’ve  met  Emma,”  Poole  remarked  as  he  finally  made  his  bold  step 
towards  me. 

“Enjoying  my  leftovers,  are  we,  Pooley  boy?” 

Pooley  boy’s  face  got  all  embarrassed  and  red,  like  my  nose  after  his  goony  goons 
had  a toss  at  me. 

“I’ve  got  a new  bird  now,  mate.  Care  to  try  some  more  of  your  magic?”  I waited  a 
beat  for  him  to  speak,  but  he  didn’t.  “A  couple  of  your  puffs  took  a run  on  me  the  other 
night,  because  you  couldn't  do  it  yourself.  But  all  is  well  friend,  I only  wish  to  dance 
tonight.” 

“I’ll  finish  the  job  later  after  I’ve  had  a time  with  Emma,”  spewed  from  old 
James’  mouth. 

“Try  anything  and  I’ll  stab  you  in  the  fucking  head  - make  you  think  sharp  for 
once,  mate...” 

Emma  gave  me  a look  of  concern  as  I made  my  way  to  get  Addison  for  a swing, 
and  so  the  night  continued  with  uppity  numbers  and  a cease  of  altercation.  But  just  as 
then,  the  number  switched  to  a slow  one  and  the  spotlight  came  upon  Addison  and 
me,  light  beaming  her  beautiful  face  as  we  sway  away.  The  moment  was  ours  - eyes 
of  all  sophisticates  plopped  right  on  us.  That’s  when  old  Jimmy  tried  to  steal  a bit  of 
thunder,  twirling  Emma  about,  lights  gleaming  and  all.  And  that's  when  the  bloke  just 
went  too  far,  ya  see.  Right  there  in  the  middle  of  my  moment,  Pooley  boy  gave  Emma 
the  old  dip,  planting  one  on  the  lips  I used  to  kiss.  Even  though  I was  happier  with 
Addison,  I couldn’t  shake  that  he  ruined  our  dance.  As  the  cheers  reigned  out  and 
the  number  picked  back  up,  I took  out  my  knife  and  stick  it  right  through  Jimmy  Jim’s 
temple,  blood  squirting  and  all. 

Sounds  of  horror  and  dropping  jaws  spread  the  room  as  Pooley  boy  laid  dead  or 
dying  on  the  ballroom  floor.  For  one  moment,  Emma  had  finally  shut  it,  and  with  all  the 
eyes  focused  on  me,  I got  back  into  character  and  started  having  a swing.  Addison 
could  say  about  as  much  as  Emma,  and  out  of  the  corner  of-me  eye,  I could  see  the 
General  trying  to  figure  out  whether  he  should  laugh  or  faint.  In  rush  the  Bobbies  trying 
to  lock  my  swaying  arms  behind  my  back,  ya  see,  but  they  just  couldn’t  quite  seem  to 
tough  it. 
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Kevin  Main 


Not  So  Silent  Night 

Ice  clung  to  everything  outside  the  window.  The  tree  glistened  like  glass  sculptures 
as  the  pregnant  full  moon  brightened  everything  in  its  false  light.  A freshly  fallen  coat  of 
snow  laid  everything  on  the  ground  underneath  a soft  blanket  of  powder.  Up  and  down 
the  undisturbed  street,  Christmas  lights  blazed  brilliantly  outside  of  every  house.  Their 
red  and  green  glow  reflected  off  the  winter  landscape  and  gave  a sense  of  warmth  to 
the  small  community,  now  asleep,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  that  jolly  elf,  that  patron  saint, 
that  Santa  Claus. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  block,  Christmas  music  could  faintly  be  heard  playing 
defiantly  against  the  oppressive  stillness  of  the  holiday  eve.  It  was  at  this  house,  the 
Tibbons,  where  one  man  differed  from  his  neighbors.  As  the  residents  of  his  sleepy 
town  hid  snuggled  under  their  covers,  Alan  Tibbon  sat  alone  in  his  living  room.  The 
room  itself  was  decorated  with  extravagant  holiday  decor.  An  immense  tree  filled  an 
entire  corner  and  raised  its  glittering  star  to  the  top  of  the  vaulted  ceiling.  The  tree  itself 
twinkled  with  life  from  the  light  of  a thousand  tiny  bulbs  and  almost  lit  the  entire  room 
from  its  far  off  corner.  However,  in  the  opposite  corner,  Alan  sat  cross  legged  in  front  of 
his  fireplace,  holding  his  head  in  his  hands  and  sobbing. 

Christmas  had  never  been  much  of  a delightful  holiday  for  him.  His  earliest  memory 
of  the  day  was  when  he  was  six  years  old  and  his  father  had  returned  home  from 
being  on  the  road  nearly  eight  months.  It  was  a surprise  to  everyone  to  see  his  father 
at  the  doorstep  that  crisp,  winter  morning;  a surprise  even  more  to  Alan’s  mother 
who  had  been  having  an  affair  with  his  father’s  best  friend  while  he  was  away.  He  had 
heard  his  father’s  diesel  truck  pull  into  their  driveway  and  he  sprang  excitedly  from  his 
bed.  Peeking  through  the  window  blinds,  he  saw  his  father  climb  down  from  the  rig, 
dressed  in  a large  red  Santa  suit.  On  the  front  of  the  suit  was  a button  that  Alan  could 
barely  make  out.  His  dad  walked  up  to  the  front  steps  of  their  house,  it  was  a large 
white  button  with  a very  toothy  Santa  face  in  the  middle.  The  words  “Don’t  Forget  the 
Children”  written  in  red  around  its  perimeter. 

Full  of  joy,  Alan  raced  from  the  window  and  down  the  hall,  but  stopped  short  when 
he  heard  the  yelling.  His  mother  and  his  father's  best  friend  had  spent  the  evening 
making  love  beneath  the  Christmas  tree  downstairs  and  were  now  exposed,  in  all 
their  nudity,  to  Alan’s  father.  Peeking  through  the  upstairs  railing,  Alan  watched  as  the 
two  lovers  fumbled  over  each  other  and  pled  to  his  father.  Alan  watched  as  his  father 
beckoned  closer  to  them,  his  face  twisted  in  rage  and  as  red  as  his  Santa  coat  he  was 
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pulling  off  of  himself.  Alan  watched  as  his  father  trapped  the  two  against  the  wall  near 
the  fireplace,  and  Alan  could  not  turn  away  when  he  watched  his  dad  pull  the  fire  poker 
from  its  stand  and  began  to  repeatedly  beat  and  stab  the  two  of  them  until  the  living 
room  carpet  ran  blood  red  and  spilt  onto  the  unopened  presents  beneath  the  tree. 

Alan,  now  a man  in  his  early  forties,  wiped  at  his  eyes  as  he  still  sat  in  front  of  the 
dancing  flames  of  the  marble  fireplace  in  his  own  house.  Upstairs,  his  own  family  laid 
in  their  beds  as  Bing  Crosby’s  White  Christmas  tolled  out  from  the  radio  in  the  other 
room.  Alan  had  tried  to  suppress  the  memory  of  that  childhood  Christmas  morning 
from  his  mind  for  many  years  and  had  succeeded  to  some  degree.  The  police  had 
come  and  took  his  father  away.  After  packing  up  the  house,  loading  the  unopened  and 
bloodstained  gifts,  and  giving  him  a pat  on  the  head,  little  Alan  was  sent  several  states 
away  to  live  with  his  grandparents  and  tried  to  continue  on  with  his  life.  It  worked  for  the 
most  part,  until  the  Christmas  following  his  eighteenth  birthday.  He  had  moved  out  of 
his  grandparents’  house  and  moved  in  with  his  high  school  sweetheart,  Victoria.  It  had 
been  love  at  first  sight  between  the  two  of  them  and  everyone  in  the  tiny  town  could 
see  it.  After  graduating  high  school,  Alan  had  a landed  a decent  job  with  the  town’s 
logging  mill  and  Victoria  was  taking  some  time  off  before  going  to  college  to  pursue  her 
passion  of  art.  She  had  taken  time  off  because  over  the  summer  following  their  senior 
year,  Alan  and  Victoria  had  learned  that  she  was  pregnant.  They  were  both  ecstatic  and 
the  town  was  happy  for  them.  A perfect  fairytale  family  had  grown  up  right  before  their 
very  eyes. 

On  Christmas  morning,  while  Alan  slept,  Victoria  got  up  early  to  surprise  him  with 
breakfast  in  bed.  She  was  heading  home  from  the  supermarket  with  the  necessities 
when  her  car  had  hit  a patch  of  ice  and  spun  her  out  of  control  and  off  the  road. 

Instead  of  a lovingly  made  breakfast,  a chilled  phone  call  from  the  sheriff  stirred  Alan 
awake.  By  the  time  he  got  to  the  scene,  a crowd  of  onlookers  and  emergency  vehicles 
had  surrounded  her  car,  or  what  remained  of  it.  It  had  flipped  over  the  railing  and 
plummeted  several  hundred  feet  onto  a lower  road.  He  fell  to  his  knees  and  screamed 
before  the  mangled  mess  of  scorched  metal  and  flame,  both  Victoria  and  his  unborn 
child  were  dead. 

Alan  left  town  following  after  the  accident.  He  drifted  from  place  to  place,  finding 
odd  jobs  to  support  his  growing  drinking  habit,  and  then  moved  on  again.  He  had 
lost  any  clear  direction  for  his  life  well  into  his  late  twenties.  It  was  then  that  he  met 
Samantha.  Samantha  worked  part  time  at  a bar  in  the  town  that  Alan  had  drifted  into 
most  recently.  She  attended  the  local  community  college  and  worked  weekends  and 
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holidays  to  make  ends  meet.  Weary  of  the  holiday  season,  Alan  kept  his  own  Christmas 
pasts  to  himself  as  he  sat  at  her  bar  on  Christmas  Eve.  She  was  a beautiful  woman 
both  inside  and  out;  her  love  radiated  off  her  like  an  aura  the  moment  she  stepped  up 
to  him,  asking  for  his  order.  The  entire  bar  was  empty,  it  was  Christmas  Eve.  They  spent 
the  night  laughing  into  the  early  morning  hours  until  it  was  time  to  go  and  they  both 
walked  to  her  house,  in  the  following  snowflakes,  singing  carols  as  loud  as  possible. 
With  her  help,  Alan  was  able  to  get  back  on  his  feet  and  rejoin  the  society.  He  visited 
her  several  hundred  times  over  the  course  of  a year,  first  as  a patron  and  then  more 
personally.  She  was  with  him  when  he  checked  himself  into  AA  and  she  stood  beside 
him  at  the  altar  when  they  said  their  vows  before  God  and  got  married. 

Alan  was  able  to  land  a very  lucrative  job  at  the  shopping  mall  where  he  worked 
himself  up  over  the  years  though  the  ranks  and  eventually  made  general  manager.  With 
both  their  lives  and  careers  taking  off,  Alan  and  Samantha  bought  their  beautiful  house 
in  this  serene  neighborhood  where  upstairs  their  two  children,  Emily  and  Erica,  slept 
in  angelic  innocence.  But  the  holiday  was  upon  him  again,  he  thought  he  had  been 
able  to  distance  himself  from  its  demonic  way  of  wrecking  his  life,  yet  he  had  obviously 
thought  wrong.  It  happened  earlier  in  the  day,  while  he  was  doing  some  last  minute 
shopping  at  the  mall  he  worked  at  before  it  closed  early  for  Christmas  Eve.  Samantha 
had  sometimes  come  to  visit  him  for  lunch,  but  this  day  he  told  her  he  was  going  to  be 
going  out  of  town  that  afternoon  to  buy  her  gift.  While  moving  through  the  shopping 
mall,  he  saw  that  Samantha  had  come  anyway,  thinking  he  was  out  of  town  and  ate 
lunch  with  the  Bill  Marks,  the  man  who  split  shifts  with  the  mall  Santa  Claus. 

Alan  spied  the  two  of  them  in  the  lunch  commons  and  witnessed,  to  his  horror, 
them  sharing  much  more  than  a meal.  He  watched  them  kissing  and  embracing  each 
other  as  they  walked  hand  in  hand  off  into  the  crowd.  Alan  staggered  his  blood  boiling 
as  the  mall  chimed  its  Christmas  music  deafly  in  his  ears.  The  blood  stained  memories 
of  his  childhood  Christmas  flooded  his  thoughts  and  thickened  his  own  blood  like 
eggnog.  That  evening  when  Alan  returned  home,  he  acted  like  everything  was  normal. 
Samantha  had  changed  into  a bright  red  Christmas  sweater  and  the  kids  were  helping 
her  bake  cookies  in  the  kitchen.  The  aroma  of  chocolate  chip  wafted  throughout  the 
entire  house  as  the  giant  tree  twinkled  its  innocent  lights  and  the  radio  spilled  Alvin 
and  the  Chipmunks  rendition  of  Christmas  Don’t  Be  Late.  It  was  a picture  perfect 
holiday  evening;  something  torn  right  off  the  front  of  a Norman  Rockwell  calendar.  Yet, 
something  was  not  alright  inside  of  Alan.  He  felt  something  menacing  growing  beneath 
his  flesh,  horrific  memories  and  bloodied  thoughts  kept  clouding  his  vision.  (He  sees 
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you  when  you're  sleeping)  Samantha  asked  him  if  he  was  feeling  well,  he  nodded  (He 
knows  when  you’re  awake)  and  forced  a smile,  kissing  her  slightly  on  the  cheek,  “just 
anxious  to  show  you  what  I got  you,  darlin’.”  (He  knows  if  you’ve  been  bad  or  good,  so 
you  better  be  good  for  goodness  sakes) 

After  the  kids  had  been  laid  to  rest,  Samantha  went  to  bed  as  well.  She  was 
exhausted  from  all  the  holiday  stress  and  didn’t  want  to  stay  up  with  Alan  as  he  sat  in 
front  of  the  fireplace  listening  to  the  radio.  Alan  waited  until  slightly  after  midnight  before 
he  went  out  to  the  car  and  pulled  the  gift  he  had  bought  for  Samantha  from  the  back 
seat.  He  stared  at  the  curved  blade  of  the  axe  as  it  glittered  in  the  full  moon  light  and 
surrounding  Christmas  lights  of  the  neighbors.  The  whole  street  was  still  and  silent 
as  everyone  slept  nestled  in  their  homes.  Alan  reentered  the  house  and  climbed  the 
staircase  to  their  bedroom,  whistling  a carol  slightly  under  his  ragged  breath.  His  heart 
pounded  in  his  ears  as  he  clenched  his  grip  tighter  around  the  handle  and  stepped  into 
the  room. 

That  was  half  an  hour  ago,  Alan,  his  clothes,  flesh,  and  hair  caked  in  the  blood  of 
his  wife,  now  sits  cross  legged  in  front  of  the  crackling  flames  of  his  fireplace,  tears 
spilling  over  his  cheeks.  Crosby  finishes  up  his  song  and  the  radio  deejay  wishes 
everyone  a most  joyous  holiday  morning.  Alan  stood,  wiping  his  cheek  with  the  back  of 
his  bloodied  hand  and  tossing  what  he  had  been  holding  onto  the  sofa,  a white  toothy 
Santa  button  and  its  words,  “Don’t  Forget  the  Children”  smudged  with  his  bloody 
fingerprints.  The  crimson-stained  blade  of  the  axe  chimed  off  the  tile  as  he  dragged  it 
behind  him  and  up  the  stairs  once  more. 
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Blake  Morgan 


Poet 

Every  man  has  a man  he  hates,  someone  he  despises.  When  thought  about,  bile 
will  creep  up  the  man’s  esophagus,  and  he  will  be  forced  to  spit  out  the  thick  slimy 
mucous  that  puddles  up  in  his  mouth  like  mossy  swamp  water.  This  hatred  brings 
blood  to  a boil.  It  makes  your  adrenaline  flow  to  your  fists  and  takes  action.  It  brings 
out  the  worst.  It  brings  out  things  men  didn’t  think  they  were  capable  of.  It  pushes 
out  thoughts  darker  than  most  men  can  achieve.  It  squeezes  the  warmth  out  of  good 
situations  and  poisons  those  within  distance.  Every  man  has  it.  Every  man  must  go 
through  it.  Every  man  has,  or  will  have,  one  true  enemy.  How  they  choose  to  deal  with 
that  enemy,  well,  let’s  just  say,  changes  from  time  to  time. 

This  man’s  name  was  Garret.  He  was  young,  twenty-two,  and  ordinary  to  everyone 
else.  He  thought  he  was  nobody,  and  that  is  how  they  saw  him.  Though  however 
much  he  tried  to  blend  in,  there  was  a gift  inside  of  him  that  ached  to  be  seen.  Garret 
was  a writer,  a poet.  His  words  were  moving,  yet,  often  disturbing.  These  locals 
in  this  little  city  didn’t  see  his  promise.  They  failed  to  find  the  brilliance  in  his  oddly 
constructed  lines.  They  were  unable  to  comprehend  his  modernism.  His  poetry  was 
new  and  different,  and  the  only  literary  minds  to  see  his  work  were  close-minded  and 
foolish.  Their  horizons  weren’t  broad  enough  to  take  in  his  poetic  sunset.  It  was  sad  to 
see  such  a gift  go  to  waste  because  a selected  few  couldn’t  see  the  beauty  in  the  fact 
that  he  could  move  you  to  tears  and  lead  you  into  nightmares  with  just  a few  phrases. 

He  tried  desperately  to  sell  his  words  to  the  public.  He  sent  samples  to  publishers. 
He  sent  out  his  poetry  in  hopes  of  winning  a contest  or  finding  a page  in  some  locally 
circulated  paper  or  magazine.  Garret  never  got  one  letter  back.  His  mailbox  was 
empty.  There  were  no  phone  calls,  no  messages,  no  e-mails,  and  no  signs  of  light. 

He  ventured  into  mainstream  coffee  shops  to  attend  poetry  readings  and  hopefully 
spark  some  sort  of  interest  within  the  thinnest  of  crowds.  His  readings  ended  with 
silence  and  slow  pity  claps.  His  clothes,  haircut,  and  his  attitude  didn’t  fit  in  with  these 
crowds.  They  were  turned  off  the  minute  he  walked  through  the  door.  They  judged  his 
abilities  decades  before  they  heard  his  words.  He  was  a joke,  an  unknown  tumor  on 
the  hide  of  the  literary  world. 

Meanwhile,  on  the  other  side  of  the  street  per  say,  there  was  another  man,  another 
writer,  another  poet.  Though  his  words  were  dull,  his  face  was  full  of  blonde  hair  and 
blue  eyes.  His  smile  was  bright.  He  was  proud  of  himself,  almost  too  proud.  He  was 
cleanly  shaven  and  remarkably  naive.  Rich  was  his  name. 
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Rich  wrote  about  sunny  days  and  the  green  grass.  He  wrote  of  happy  times  and 
memories  of  splashing  in  the  lake  on  a good  summer  vacation.  He  wrote  about  tasting 
the  salt  in  the  ocean,  but  he  couldn’t  make  you  taste  the  salt  in  the  ocean.  He  could 
tell  you  about  sadness,  and  he  could  tell  you  alright,  but  he  couldn’t  make  you  cry. 

His  poetry  was  unable  to  move,  only  to  occupy.  He  was  everything  Garret  wasn’t, 
including  untalented. 

Rich  won  a contest  that  made  him  rich.  He  won  something  close  to  a figure  like 
ten-something  thousand  dollars.  He  got  a deal,  a nice  contract.  They  flew  him  out  to 
some  big-little  city  to  meet  with  a couple  big-little  executives.  And  they  ate  up  his  shit 
like  the  dogs  they  were.  They  made  him  a book.  They  published  eighty-something  of 
his  poems,  and  it  sold.  Men  bought  it  to  steal  one-liners  for  the  tiny  quarter-cards  on 
flowers.  Women  bought  it  to  broaden  their  horizons  on  how  a real  sentimental  man 
should  be:  full  of  bullshit  and  unable  to  write. 

Rich  didn’t  deserve  his  fame,  and  a handful  of  people  knew  that,  but  none  as  much 
as  Garret.  Garret  read  the  horrible  'works  of  art,’  and  he  could  smell  the  rat  from  a mile 
away.  These  were  poetry  cliches,  not  poems.  The  fool  tried  to  rhyme  too  much.  He 
made  everything  happen,  nothing  flowed.  Nothing  brushed  along  your  skin  like  silk. 
Nothing  caressed  you. 

It  was  painful  for  Garret  to  see  the  fool  shine  instead  of  the  artist.  He  dealt  with  it 
though.  He  buried  his  hatred  within  the  pages  of  his  notebooks.  He  pulled  Rich  apart, 
piece  by  piece,  with  each  of  his  delicately  chosen  words.  Within  all  those  pages,  Garret 
left  Rich  as  a bloody  piece  of  meat.  Nothing  more.  Nothing  less. 

Rich,  well,  there  wasn’t  a thought  in  his  self-infatuated  mind  that  could  have  led 
him  to  believe  someone  thought  ill  of  him.  He  was  the  top  of  the  food  chain.  He  was 
loaded,  had  a house,  and  a nice  car.  He  had  a writing  career.  He  was  a big  face  in  a 
little  town  that  turned  out  to  be  a tinier  pond.  His  face  turned  out  to  be  a fish.  The  fish 
would  throw  parties  and  try  to  constantly  entertain.  He  used  his  money  as  a means 
to  lure  in  the  other  fish,  the  smaller  ones.  He  would  sweep  by  them  and  gulp  them  up 
in  one  bite.  They  let  him  too.  They  let  him  swallow  them  whole,  leaving  them  in  his 
stomach  to  turn  to  goo,  goo  to  be  pushed  out  his  stomach,  through  some  rounds  of 
intestine,  and  eventually  find  its  way  out  of  his  tight  little  fish  asshole.  His  crowd,  his 
hobbling  fools,  the  little  fish,  they  wanted  to  take  the  ride. 

The  most  irksome  thing,  for  Garret,  however,  was  the  fact  that  Rich  never  had  a 
problem  getting  women.  Constantly,  this  poetic  jester  courted  beautiful  women.  Left 
and  right,  these  women  waited  for  him.  They  signed  forms.  They  took  numbers.  One 
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by  one,  they  each  tried  to  make  him  fall,  each  prettier  than  the  last.  They  wanted  to 
make  him  fall  in  love.  They  wanted  a poem  named  after  them.  They  wanted  their 
beauty  recognized  by  the  knowledgeable  eyes  of  literature.  Each  wanted  to  be  a page 
in  his  book,  a notch  on  his  belt.  Either  way,  through  notch  or  page,  no  love  took  place. 

And  while  this  pompous  rich  fool  named  Rich  took  woman  after  woman  to  bed, 
Garret  was  alone.  He  slept  and  woke  up  alone.  It  had  been  so  long,  Garret  couldn’t 
remember  what  a woman  felt  like.  The  smells,  sounds,  and  feelings  of  being  with  a 
woman  were  a painstakingly  distant  memory.  He’d  forgotten  the  sensation  of  a pair 
of  soft  lips,  bright  with  saliva  and  lipstick,  pushing  against  his  own.  He  longed  for 
companionship,  but  there  was  no  one  for  him.  He  wrote  about  those  things  as  well. 

He  wrote  about  himself,  what  he  knew  and  cared  for.  He  wrote  for  himself  and  not 
some  publisher. 

It’s  such  a sad  way  of  being  to  overcome,  loneliness — especially  for  a man.  It’s  bad 
for  women  too.  It’s  been  noted.  However,  women  have  a way  of  dealing  with  emotions 
that  men  seem  to  lack.  A man  can  focus  on  his  loneliness  until  it’s  the  end  of  him.  He 
dwells  on  the  issue  of  whether  or  not  he  will  die  alone  until  there  he  is,  pale  and  ghastly 
on  his  deathbed,  ready  to  die.  There  is  no  one  next  to  him.  He  has  no  children  to  cry 
over  his  corpse,  no  good  woman  that  made  his  life  complete.  When  he  dies,  his  name 
will  die  with  him.  In  the  end,  we  must  all  battle  biology,  and  we  all  must  lose. 

Rachel  Stevenson  was  a close  friend  of  Garret's.  She  was  one  of  his  ‘what  if  girls, 
a girl  Garret  thought  he  could  get  emotionally  and  physically  involved  with,  but  then 
ended  up  just  being  friends.  Rachel  got  in  a car  crash.  There  was  rain,  the  roads  were 
slick,  and  her  little  coupe  met  an  SUV  face  to  face. 

The  wake  was  strange,  and  the  casket  was  closed.  The  funeral  was  massive. 
Rachel  was  part  of  a large  family,  and  her  attitude  kept  her  part  of  an  even  larger  group 
of  friends.  Garret  and  Rich  were  among  the  guests.  They  were  both  set  to  speak, 
Garret  because  he  was  a good  friend;  Rich  because  he  was  a famous  poet. 

Rich  got  up  to  speak  nearly  halfway  through.  The  nights  before,  he  had  spent 
writing  a poem  he  thought  others  would  want  to  hear.  He  wasn’t  necessarily  as  close 
to  Rachel  as  many  of  the  other  people  were,  and  he  was  quite  nervous.  He  killed.  He 
was  sure  of  himself  as  his  voice  left  his  mouth.  He  projected  it  well.  The  poem  was 
simple  but  a little  too  long.  The  grievances  he  spoke  of  were  generalized.  In  the  end, 
they  applauded  him  generously.  Afterwards,  people  patted  him  on  the  back  and  shook 
his  hand.  They  said  he  was  brave. 

Garret  didn’t  recite  his  piece  until  they  were  out  at  the  gravesite.  Many  of  the 
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guests  had  left  to  head  to  the  reception.  It  was  now  a more  intimate  crowd.  The 
friends  were  closer,  the  family  was  tighter,  and  for  some  unknown  reason,  Rich 
was  there. 

Rich  listened  as  Garret  spoke  the  most  beautiful  words  he  had  ever  heard.  He 
thought  it  was  strange  how  Garret  spoke  such  a beautiful  poem  from  memory.  He  had 
no  paper  before  him.  Garret’s  hands  were  at  his  sides,  in  his  pockets-the  whole  time. 

Garret’s  poem  hit  home  to  a lot  of  people.  The  women  showed  their  tears  openly, 
but  the  men  did  their  best  to  hide  it.  His  words  were  personal.  His  pain  was  raw.  He 
looked  out  into  his  small  audience,  giving  the  deserving  the  few  unfaltering  eye  contact. 
He  even  looked  to  Rachel’s  grieving  mother  during  a couple  of  his  lines  and  gave  her 
a soft  smile.  She  smiled  back  at  him  from  behind  red  puffy  eyes.  Those  words  that 
Garret  spoke,  that  one  poem  holding  all  of  his  talents,  would  resonate  in  the  minds  of 
those  friends  and  family  for  years  to  come. 

After  Garret  spoke,  he  placed  a white  lily  onto  the  immaculately  polished  wooden 
casket.  Her  mother,  she  stood  up  next  to  Garret  and  placed  some  lilies  down  as  well, 
as  did  everyone  else.  When  the  casket  was  covered  with  an  over  abundance  of  white 
flowers,  when  it  was,  just  for  a moment,  beautiful,  they  lowered  it  into  the  ground.  The 
mother  looked  away  towards  Garret.  She  pulled  him  in  tight  like  he  was  her  own  blood. 
She  grabbed  a fistful  of  his  black  hair  just  above  his  neck,  and  she  pulled  him  into  an 
embrace.  While  moistening  his  only  suit  with  her  grief,  she  said  to  him,  “I  couldn’t  have 
asked  better  for  my  baby  girl.  Thank  you.  Thank  you,  dear.” 

They  talked  for  a moment  afterwards.  They  laughed  over  old  memories  where  a 
certain  woman's  child  was  still  alive  and  well.  Before  she  left,  she  finally  inquired  about 
the  poem.  She  wanted  to  know  the  author.  She  wanted  to  know  how  he  had  found 
it.  It  was  perfect,  she  said.  It  was  just  like  it  was  written  for  her  little  girl.  It  was  like  that 
poet  knew  just  how  much  they  would  miss  her. 

He  told  her  it  was  from  a small  book  of  poetry  he  found  from  his  mother.  He  said 
he  wasn’t  quite  sure  of  the  author,  but  that  he  would  try  and  get  with  her  about  it.  He 
said  he  could  probably  find  the  book  somewhere.  She  begged  him  for  a title.  “At  least 
give  me  that,”  she  said.  What  the  World  Will  Miss,  but  Not  as  Much  as  Us,  was  what 
he  told  her.  He  couldn’t  tell  her  the  real  title,  not  if  he  wanted  to  keep  his  secret.  He 
couldn’t  tell  her  that  scribbled  with  blue  ink,  in  his  odd  handwriting,  at  the  top  of  a page 
of  loose  leaf,  the  page  that  the  poem  was  written  on,  was  Rachel’s  Poem.  After  that, 
the  crowd  began  to  dwindle  down  quickly.  For  some  reason  or  another,  Garret  lingered 
around.  It  wasn’t  long  before  there  were  only  two  men  left. 
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Rich  made  his  way  cautiously  towards  Garret.  He  was  confused  at  what  had  just 
happened.  He  was  amazed  at  what  he  had  just  heard.  He  walked  and  stood  beside 
Garret,  an  old  suit  next  to  a new  suit. 

“You  wrote  that,  didn’t  you?”  he  said.  There  was  no  reply,  only  their  silence  and  the 
wind  blowing  the  branches  of  nearby  trees.  Garret  let  out  a long  sigh.  This  was  not  the 
man  he  wanted  to  be  standing  next  to  at  that  moment,  at  any  moment.  “I  just  don’t 
understand  why  you  wouldn't  take  credit  for  it.” 

It  was  the  first  time  Garret  had  actually  been  up  close  and  looking  into  the  eyes  of 
his  enemy.  With  hands  still  in  his  pockets,  he  said  “I  know  I wrote  it,”  and  he  walked 
off  into  the  distance.  When  he  was  yards  away,  he  stopped  to  turn  around.  Rich 
was  headed  off  in  the  opposite  direction  towards  his  brand  new  German  luxury  sports 
sedan  super-mobile.  Garret  looked  back  towards  the  now  empty  gravesite.  It  was  far 
away  now,  distant,  but  the  pain  was  still  active.  He  looked  into  the  sky  and  he  said,  “I 
stayed  around  to  tell  you  that  I hope  I did  you  justice.” 

When  Rich  got  yards  away,  he  stopped.  He  looked  over  his  shoulder  and  saw 
Garret  walking  in  the  other  direction.  He  pulled  out  a small  notepad  from  his  pocket 
along  with  a pen.  He  already  had  two  telephone  numbers  from  two  different  attractive 
women  he  met  while  smoking  a cigarette  before  the  service.  Under  the  numbers,  he 
began  to  write  feverishly.  He  filled  a couple  of  the  tiny  pages  with  scrunched  up  and 
barely  legible  handwriting  before  he  got  into  his  vehicle. 

Two  different  men,  walking  in  two  different  directions,  made  it  to  their  cars  at  the 
same  time.  They  both  stuck  their  keys  into  the  ignition.  They  both  cranked  their 
engines,  and  their  cars  both  started.  They  left  the  cemetery,  both  headed  in  the 
same  direction. 

For  once,  Rich  wasn’t  the  focal  point  of  a gathering,  and  he  didn’t  exactly  know 
how  to  take  it.  He  sat  alone,  nibbling  at  a plate  of  food,  gazing  around  the  room 
like  some  sad  old  dog  yearning  for  a good  scratching  behind  the  ears.  No  one  was 
scratching.  They  had  better  things  to  do.  Rich  continued  his  gaze  across  the  room 
until  it  landed  on  Garrett,  who  was  oddly  surrounded  by  a small  group  of  people.  Rich 
wanted  to  know  why  they  thought  he  was  so  important. 

Garret  wanted  these  people  to  quit  asking  him  questions  about  the  poem.  He 
continued  with  his  lie.  He  told  them  the  poem  was  from  an  unknown  author.  He  told 
them  he  didn’t  know  much  about  it,  only  that  it  fit  the  situation.  He  played  the  poem 
down  as  much  as  he  could.  The  ‘not-so-big’  thing  he  made  it  out  to  be  turned  out  to 
be  huge.  He  wouldn’t  budge,  though.  He  wouldn’t  bathe  in  this  limelight.  The  book 
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was  old,  he  said.  Some  of  the  pages  were  even  falling  out. 

Garret  said  his  goodbyes  and  went  home.  He  took  off  his  only  suit  and  collapsed 
into  his  bed.  He  fell  asleep  with  tears  in  his  eyes  and  had  ‘what  if’  dreams  that  left  him 
with  a longing  and  sadness  no  one  could  mend  but  time. 

Almost  a month  later,  when  time  was  just  beginning  to  do  its  job,  Garret  came 
across  something  in  a literary  journal.  It  was  a sample  from  Rich's  new  collection 
that  was  about  to  be  released,  Another  Side  of  Me.  The  title  of  the  poem  was  Gone 
Forever.  He  was  about  to  flip  the  page.  He  was  about  to  go  on  reading  some  young 
comer’s  award-winning  short  story,  but  the  opening  lines  of  Rich’s  new  poem  caught 
his  eye.  They  didn’t  catch  his  eye  because  of  a fond  uniqueness  or  hidden  interest  in 
Rich’s  work.  No,  those  words  caught  his  eye  because  they  were  his  own. 

It  was  the  poem  he  read  at  the  funeral.  How  could  he  steal  that?  How  could  he 
steal  that  from  Rachel?  He  didn’t  just  steal  it.  He  changed  it.  He  added  the  Rich  flair 
to  it.  He  set  off  the  balance.  He  changed  the  ending  tone,  gave  it  a horrible  title.  He 
stole  Garret's  work  of  art,  the  unknown  poem  that  would  be  talked  about  for  years  and 
years  to  come,  and  he  made  it  ordinary. 

His  fists  shook.  He  tore  up  the  journal  in  a fit  of  rage.  His  voice  exploded  within  the 
confines  of  his  basement.  It  echoed  off  the  cold  stone  walls.  Without  notice,  he  was 
up  and  moving.  He  climbed  the  stairs,  and  he  walked  through  and  out  of  the  house. 

He  walked  down  the  driveway  and  got  inside  of  his  car.  He  started  it  and  threw  it  into 
reverse.  He  gave  it  a little  too  much  gas,  so  the  tires  chirped  as  he  sped  backwards 
out  of  his  driveway.  He  headed  off  down  the  street,  driving  furiously.  He  knew  where 
he  was  headed.  He  just  didn’t  know  what  he  would  do  when  he  got  there. 

He  parked  three  houses  away  from  Rich’s.  He  gripped  the  steering  wheel  tight  as 
he  looked  out  the  windshield.  He  saw  the  fancy  German  sports  car,  and  then  he  was 
reaching  in  his  glove  box  for  a pair  of  leather  gloves.  He  put  them  on  and  left  his  car. 
There  was  no  time  for  rationality.  Action  was  the  only  item  that  had  precedence  in  his 
mind  at  the  time.  Within  a breath,  he  was  at  the  front  door.  He  didn’t  bother  knocking. 
He  twisted  the  knob,  and  the  door  gave  way.  If  it  had  only  been  locked,  oh,  if  only. .. 

He  made  his  way  along  in  a house  that  was  not  his,  looking  for  a man  that  was 
barely  a man  at  all.  He  found  him,  in  a back  room  hunched  over  a laptop,  hard  at  work. 
“Thief,”  he  screamed.  It  came  out  like  a battle  cry.  The  fake  writer  jumped  in  his  seat. 
He  pleaded  for  calmness,  but  calm  wasn’t  happening.  “What  do  you  need  this  for?” 
Garret  asked  as  he  picked  up  the  thief’s  laptop.  “You  don’t  need  this  to  write  when  all 
you  do  is  steal  your  work.”  He  threw  it  against  the  wall.  Some  of  the  plastic  broke  free 
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and  flew  away  like  shrapnel.  The  screen  formed  a spider  web  of  cracks  as  it  hit  the 
floor.  Rich  was  pale,  horrified,  as  he  stared  into  the  face  of  a rabid  animal. 

Garret  hit  him.  There  was  a thud  as  his  leather-covered  fist  met  skin.  He  hit  him 
again.  There  was  blood  this  time,  pooled  up  around  his  mouth.  It  felt  good.  A couple 
more  hits,  and  he  was  down,  sprawled  out  on  the  floor  and  defeated.  He  tried  to  plead 
through  swelling  lips  and  broken  teeth.  Garret  didn’t  want  to  hear  him. 

There  was  no  inner  voice  to  cease  Garret’s  actions.  Every  part  of  him  wanted 
what  was  happening.  He  got  down  on  top  of  Rich,  pinning  him  to  the  floor.  In  a 
flurry  of  limbs,  Garret’s  hands  found  a throat.  His  grasp  was  a vice.  It  could  have 
crushed  bones. 

Rich's  face  was  reddish  purple.  Garret’s  was  scarlet  with  rage.  He  squeezed 
tighter,  and  through  his  clenched  teeth,  he  hissed,  “It  wasn’t  your  poem  to  take.  It  was 
hers,  and  she  didn’t  deserve  what  you  did  to  it.”  The  dying  man  tried  to  say  something, 
but  it  was  wordless.  “You’ll  go,”  he  said  as  he  squeezed  the  breath  out  of  him,  “You’ll 
go  and  apologize  to  her.  Face  to  face.” 

The  muscles  in  his  arms  burned.  His  eyes  were  wide  and  crazed.  He  shook  with 
tension.  “You  go,”  he  said.  “You  go.”  And  Rich  went. 

His  eyes  rolled  back  under  purple  eyelids,  and  the  body  under  Garret  went  limp. 
Rich's  lower  jaw  flopped  open,  lifeless.  His  tongue  rolled  back.  Arms  that  were  once 
pushing  against  Garret  fell  to  the  floor.  Still,  Garret  held  on  for  a while  longer. 

When  he  finally  let  go,  he  fell  back  breathless,  nerves  vibrating  with  adrenaline.  It 
took  a moment  or  two  for  him  to  take  real  notice  of  the  dead  body  that  lay  in  floor  next 
to  him.  He  scurried  away  from  it,  afraid,  as  if  it  had  just  appeared  out  of  nowhere.  He 
stood  up  and  almost  fell  back  down.  His  shaking  arms  and  jelly  knees  made  it  hard  to 
maneuver.  His  breath  came  in  quick  gasps.  He  was  frantic. 

He  left  the  house  in  a hurry,  exiting  out  the  back  door.  The  sun  had  started  to  go 
down,  and  shadows  were  covering  up  the  neighborhood.  He  used  those  building 
shadows  to  sneak  back  to  his  car.  He  drove  home,  ran  inside,  and  locked  the  door. 

He  burned  the  gloves  in  his  charcoal  grill.  The  smell  was  disgusting.  The  gloves  must 
have  been  more  plastic  than  leather.  After  destroying  the  evidence,  he  tossed  and 
turned  in  his  bed  for  hours  trying  to  get  to  sleep.  He  ended  up  having  to  take  damn 
near  half  a bottle  of  sleeping  aids  to  get  a wink.  He  didn’t  have  any  ‘what  if  dreams 
that  night. 

The  passing  time  was  awkward,  to  say  the  least.  Days  went  by  first,  of  course, 
then  weeks,  and  then  a month.  The  police  never  knocked  on  his  door.  He  was  never 
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taken  in  for  questioning.  The  body  was  found.  It  was  all  over  the  news.  “A  local 
poet  died  tragically,”  said  a local  anchorman.  Over  and  over,  they  showed  pictures, 
interviews,  and  beautiful  crying  women.  Everyone  missed  him.  The  world  would  miss 
him,  they  said.  They  didn’t  say  that  about  Rachel,  he  thought. 

Though  Garret  hadn’t  actually  had  a plan,  if  he  had,  one  might  say  it  backfired. 
Rich’s  death  only  helped  move  his  horrible  poetry  along.  Greeting  card  companies 
bought  a lot  of  his  stuff,  and  now  Rich  would  be  forever  immortalized  through  cheesy 
Valentine’s  Day  cards.  His  publisher  went  through  his  house,  even  went  through  the 
hard  drive  from  the  busted  laptop,  to  find  Rich’s  unpublished  works.  There  was  quite 
a bit  of  material,  none  of  it  good,  but  it  was  all  published  in  a three-piece  set  anyways. 
The  numbers  these  three  little  books  brought  in  were  ridiculous.  Everyone  wanted  to 
read  them.  Everyone  wanted  to  find  out  more  about  the  promising  young  poet  who 
was  taken  away  from  the  world  so  violently. 

It  wasn’t  long  before  literature  classes  started  dissecting  his  work.  What’s  the 
symbolism  here?  What  do  you  think  he  really  meant  there?  Rich  now  had  a big  name 
in  the  big  world  of  popular  poetry.  Rich’s  death  made  him  more  famous  than  he  ever 
could  have  been  alive.  Women  still  lined  up  to  see  him.  Instead  of  waiting  outside 
his  bedroom  door,  they  now  lined  up  to  put  flowers  and  candles  and  bits  of  their  own 
poetry  next  to  his  headstone. 

This  ate  Garret  up  on  the  inside.  Whatever  was  left  of  him  after  the  incident,  it  was 
gone  now.  He  hadn’t  written  in  months.  He  barely  ever  left  his  parent's  basement. 
There  was  a parasite  inside  of  him,  eating  away  at  bits  of  flesh  and  soul. 

On  the  day  when  he  had  decided  to  quit,  he  picked  up  a pen  again.  His  goodbye 
to  the  world  was  his  ultimate  piece,  far  surpassing  what  he  read  aloud  at  that  funeral. 

It  took  him  no  time  to  write.  He  had  been  planning  it  for  days.  He  folded  up  his  final 
work  of  art  and  placed  it  in  an  envelope.  On  the  outside  of  it,  he  wrote  ‘find  me.’ 

He  placed  the  envelope  on  top  of  his  poetry  notebooks.  He  put  all  his  notebooks  on 
a table. 

He  stepped  up  onto  the  seat  of  a chair  and  climbed  up.  He  removed  his  belt  from 
around  his  waste,  and  slid  the  tip  through  the  buckle,  making  a loop.  He  tied  the  other 
end  around  a wooden  beam  that  ran  across  the  basement  ceiling.  Scouts  paid  off  for 
something,  he  thought  to  himself.  The  loop  was  widened  and  slid  around  his  neck. 

The  leather  of  the  belt  was  warm.  There  were  no  second  thoughts.  There  was  no 
moment  where  he  thought  about  not  going  through  with  it.  He  took  one  deep  breath. 
He  took  one  big  step. 
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His  body  jerked  as  the  weight  of  him  pulled  the  belt  taut.  His  weight  worked 
against  him  as  it  pulled  the  belt  tighter.  Tears  fell  from  his  eyes  as  the  blood  vessels 
inside  of  them  burst.  Spittle  dripped  from  his  mouth  as  it  gaped  open,  yearning  for  air. 
A white  light  began  to  encircle  his  vision.  He  didn’t  pull  at  the  belt,  desperately  trying  to 
free  himself  in  the  last  moments.  His  legs  kicked,  and  he  made  horrible  sounds 
as  his  body,  not  him,  hestruggled  to  breathe.  From  the  time  he  stepped  off  the  table 
until  his  only  movement  was  the  light  sway  from  his  belt  like  some  slow  moving  flesh 
pendulum,  his  hands  were  at  his  sides.  He  hung  there,  for  hours,  until  his  father 
found  him. 

The  funeral  was  large,  much  larger  than  what  he  would  have  expected.  His  mother 
and  father  were  a wreck.  No  one  ever  saw  his  mother’s  face  because  it  was  buried  in 
the  father's  chest.  His  jacket  wet  with  tears,  Garret's  father  continued  to  play  the  roll 
of  the  strong  husband  as  he  rubbed  his  wife’s  back  while  her  shoulders  shook  and  she 
wailed.  Rachel’s  mother  sat  in  the  back  with  tears  in  her  eyes  as  well.  His  friends,  his 
‘what  if’  girls,  they  all  had  tears  in  their  eyes.  So  many  people  were  there.  So  many 
people  thought  he  mattered. 

His  headstone  was  simple,  polished  stone,  grey  in  color.  Under  the  name,  under 
the  date  of  death,  was  chiseled  an  inscription.  The  letters  were  broad,  making  them 
easy  to  see.  The  passerby’s  would  see  the  words  on  their  way  to  visit  the  dead.  The 
passerby’s  would  see  the  words  on  their  way  to  go  back  to  living.  Garret  would 
never  see  it.  He  couldn’t.  He  could  only  rot  under  the  heavy  phrase  and  stone.  He 
could  only  lay  there,  hands  at  his  sides,  while  the  grievers  walked  all  over  him.  He  lay 
there,  covered  in  dirt  and  encumbered  by  death,  while  the  passerby’s  read  the  big 
broad  letters. 


“One  day,  this  world  will  set  us  free.  ’’ 
-Rich  Silverstein 
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Taylor  Markey 


But  I Was  Wearing  A Helmet! 

My  parents  have  always  told  me  to  have  fun  in  whatever  I do,  but  to  always  put  my 
safety  first.  However,  this  time  I think  we  took  the  fun  a little  too  far!  I am  sure  you  have 
been  in  a situation  where  you  have  thought  about  doing  something  that  probably  is  not 
the  best  idea  but  you  could  not  help  yourself  and  did  it  anyway.  I am  going  to  tell  you  a 
story  about  a predicament  my  friends  and  I got  ourselves  into  because  we  just  had  to 
try  one  of  those  crazy  ideas. 

I was  walking  home  from  the  pool  in  late  July  with  my  brother  Alex,  who  was  9,  and 
our  friends  Anthony  and  Payton,  who  were  10.  It  seemed  as  if  that  day  was  the  hottest 
day  ever!  It  was  sweltering  outside  and  I could  think  of  nothing  but  ice  cream!  We  all 
decided  to  walk  to  Payton’s  house,  instead  of  going  our  separate  ways.  See,  his  mom 
always  had  the  good  ‘snacks’  at  their  house;  at  ours,  it  was  always  my  mom  saying, 
“Well  I’ve  got  some  apples  over  there,  or  there  is  some  yogurt  in  the  fridge!”  Ugh,  no 
thank  you!  I needed  something  to  sooth  my  craving  and  the  heat  stroke  I felt  I was 
about  to  have. 

We  finally  reached  Payton’s  house,  but  to  our  dismay  as  we  opened  the  fridge, 
there  was  nothing  in  it!  It  was  not  even  cold!  Payton’s  parents  had  recently  purchased 
a new  refrigerator  and  it  had  arrived  today.  Needless  to  say,  our  high  hopes  were 
suddenly  crushed.  But  we  decided  that  relaxing  and  cooling  off  would  be  helpful,  just 
not  as  tasty. 

We  were  sitting  in  the  living  room  watching  television;  well,  they  were,  I don’t  really 
have  any  interest  for  wrestling.  Suddenly,  I heard  the  heavenly  familiar  singing  of  the  ice 
cream  truck! 

“Guys!  That’s  the  ice  cream  truck!  Hurry,  we  have  to  get  some!”  I said  to  the  boys. 
Frantically,  we  dug  through  cushions,  rifled  through  drawers,  and  searched  through 
pant  pockets.  Finally!  We  each  had  enough  money  for  one  popsicle,  and  just  in  time  to 
see  that  lovely  singing  truck  come  rolling  up  our  street! 

We  indulged  ourselves  for  awhile  and  decided  to  watch  some  more  television  after 
we  had  finished.  I was  about  as  bored  as  I could  be  when  Anthony  broke  the  silence 
and  said  “Dude!  I have  a genius  idea!”  I was  halfway  listening  while  Alex  and  Payton 
ignored  his  comments.  Anthony  was  the  type  to  talk  and  talk  about  stories  that  only  he 
found  interesting  and  they  usually  did  not  have  a point. 

He  wouldn’t  give  it  up:  “Payton,  we  can  use  your  new  refrigerator  box  to  ride  down 
the  stairs!”  That  definitely  got  everybody’s  attention,  especially  my  brothers.  Maybe  the 
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heat  had  gotten  to  us,  but  it  seemed  like  a good  idea. 

So  we  hauled  the  huge  box  up  the  flight  of  about  30  or  so  steps.  With  my  parents’ 
words  in  my  head,  “Always  put  your  safety  first,”  I knew  this  wasn't  going  to  be  the 
best  idea  we  had  ever  come  up  with.  With  those  words  in  the  back  of  my  head  and  my 
‘motherly  instinct,’  I advised  the  others  to  put  some  form  of  cushion  in  the  box  before 
we  started. 

“Guys,  I don’t  know  if  this  is  going  to  be  all  that  safe?  Maybe  we  could  put  some 
blankets  and  pillows  in  there  before  we  go  flying  down  the  stairs  in  a box.” 

“Yeah,  that’s  probably  a good  idea,”  Payton  replied.  So  my  brother  and  I ran  home 
across  the  street  to  get  some  pillows  and  blankets.  Alex  also  grabbed  his  helmet  on 
the  way  back  to  Payton’s  house. 

“Don’t  want  to  bruise  my  brain!”  said  Alex. 

“I’m  not  sure  you  could  hurt  it  anymore  than  you  already  have!”  I replied 

“Okay,  we’re  ready,”  Anthony  informed  us.  So  we  piled  the  cushions,  pillows,  and 
blankets  into  the  box.  Anthony  declared  he  was  going  first  because  it  was  his  genius 
idea  to  ride  the  box  down  the  stairs.  He  got  in  the  box  and  we  pushed  it  over  the  edge. 
He  flew  down  the  flight  of  stairs  in  that  box  like  he  was  riding  the  Mamba  as  it  freely  fell 
over  its  highest  peak.  It  seemed  safe  enough  so  I went  next. 

“That  was  so  much  fun!”  I said. 

We  all  went  down  the  stairs  a couple  of  more  times  before  Mr.  Irwin,  Payton’s 
grandfather,  came  into  the  hallway.  “What  do  you  think  you're  doing?  That’s  not  at  all 
safe;  I really  wish  you  would  find  something  else  to  do.” 

Did  he  expect  us  to  actually  take  that  to  heart?  We  were  kids  and  were  having  the 
time  of  our  life,  as  if  we  were  actually  going  to  listen  to  that.  Once  Mr.  Irwin  went  back 
to  bed,  we  were  right  back  at  it.  This  time,  however,  we  decided  two  people  in  the  box 
at  a time  would  be  way  more  fun. 

Alex  and  I went  first;  it  wasn't  any  different  from  before,  but  Payton  insisted  that  we 
keep  doing  it  that  way.  So  he  and  Alex  went  together.  We  pulled  the  box  to  the  edge 
of  the  stairs,  Payton  and  Alex  got  in,  Payton  in  back  and  Alex  in  front. 

“One,  two,  three,  go!”  Anthony  and  I counted.  Anthony  and  I thrust  the  box  down 
the  stairs. 

As  it  flew  mid-air  and  only  partly  on  the  stairs,  I began  to  get  a bad  feeling. 

Suddenly,  the  back  of  the  box  flew  over  the  front  because  of  the  weight  difference 
between  Payton  and  Alex.  The  box  got  about  halfway  down  the  stairs  when  Alex  went 
flying  through  the  air  and  into  Payton’s  front  door.  He  had  landed  on  his  left  wrist. 
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“Ow!  That  really  hurt  dude!”  Alex  said. 

Payton  was  still  attempting  to  regain  his  balance  as  he  was  falling  down  the  last  of 
the  stairs.  When  he  reached  the  bottom,  he  replied,  “Yeah,  but  it  was  totally  fun!”  I ran 
down  the  stairs  as  fast  as  I could  to  Alex  to  see  if  he  was  okay. 

As  he  rose  from  the  floor,  Anthony  said,  “Urn,  Alex,  I don’t  think  your  arm  is 
supposed  to  look  like  that.”  His  wrist  had  been  broken  in  two  and  was  now  hanging  in 
the  shape  of  a ‘V’.  Alex  began  to  scream;  he  hadn’t  even  noticed  he’d  done  anything. 

I ran  home  to  get  my  mom. 

“Mom!”  I yelled  up  the  stairs,  “Come  quick,  Alex  is  hurt!”  She  was  at  Payton’s 
house  in  what  seemed  to  be  a millisecond,  which  seemed  normal  except  for  the  fact 
that  she  was  just  about  used  to  hearing  those  words  come  out  of  my  mouth. 

When  my  mother  entered  the  front  door  of  Payton’s  house  Alex  seemed  to  be  fine, 
except  that  his  wrist  still  looked  like  a ‘V’.  My  mom  drove  all  four  of  us  to  St.  Joseph 
Hospital  where  Alex  got  his  first  cast.  Needless  to  say  it  ruined  the  rest  of  his  summer: 
no  pool,  no  baseball,  no  more  boxes  down  stairs,  etc.  When  my  mom  asked  why  he 
would  do  something  as  stupid  as  going  down  some  stairs  in  a cardboard  box,  all  he 
could  say  was,  “But  I was  wearing  a helmet!” 
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Justin  Dallavis 


The  Crabapple  Tree 

I woke  up  today,  opened  my  window,  and  loaded  a bowl  all  while  staying  in  bed. 
Absolute  perfection.  The  grey  sun  crept  in  around  the  black-sheet  blinds,  leaving  just 
enough  room  for  the  wind  to  sneak  in  to  blow  the  smoke  and  morning-heat  off  my 
body.  I played  some  Dave  Matthews  off  my  iTunes,  Live  in  Chicago ; it’s  an  incredible 
album.  His  live  music  reminded  me  of  the  Grateful  Dead,  never  a same  set.  I can't 
stand  listening  to  any  of  his  studio  music  now  because  of  it.  I don’t  know  what  it  is,  but 
somehow  he  finds  a way  to  make  the  unoriginal,  original.  I envy  that  quality.  I closed 
my  eyes  and  I was  there  in  an  open  field  on  the  soft  grass  as  the  soft  spring  air  brushed 
against  my  leg  hairs,  sitting  in  cargo  shorts,  hidden  in  a sea  of  people.  I knew  today 
was  going  to  be  a good  day.  I opened  my  eyes  only  to  find  the  half-cashed  bowl,  and 
then  closed  them  again;  the  concert  was  too  good  to  leave. 

Wake  and  baked:  the  Stoner’s  morning  stretch.  Running  my  fingers  through  my 
greasy  hair,  I realized  I’ve  been  wearing  a hat  for  the  past,  well,  month,  and  haven’t 
showered  in  at  least  two  days.  Wearing  a hat  all  the  time  is  great  because  I never  have 
to  really  style  my  hair;  either,  I wear  a hat  or  fluff  my  hair,  and  it  stays.  Freshly  washed 
hair  is  shiny  and  smells  good,  but  it  lacks  that  certain  je  ne  sais  quoi. 

I am  a firm  believer  that  sunsets  are  better  than  sunrises,  but  this  day  is  proving 
me  wrong.  So  I loaded  another  bowl  in  celebration.  I don’t  know  why  I like  sunsets 
better,  probably  because  I hate  waking  up.  Maybe  I have  this  discontent  for  sunrises, 
because  they  remind  me  of  school  or  maybe  because  sunsets  remind  me  of  romance 
and  dates  and  parties  and  exciting  times.  Once  I’m  up,  I’m  up,  but  the  whole  getting 
up  is  pretty  much  useless.  So  I think  it’s  just  because  I have  grown  more  accustomed 
and  comfortable  to  the  setting  sun.  Who  knows?  Who  really  cares?  All  I know 
is,  today  I had  thoughts  that  had  no  words  and  see  things  that  had  no  meaning  but 
loved  every  minute  of  the  morning  silence.  Although,  silence  only  lasted  as  long  as  the 
brain  warranted. 

★ ★ ★ 

Last  night  was  amazing,  entangled  in  her  limbs.  I smelt  sweet  cucumber  scent  in 
her  hair  while  her  skin  wafted  a scent  that  made  my  chest  burn  with  lust,  like  a candle 
wick  that  spread  through  my  body  as  fast  as  wildfire.  I have  no  idea  what  Victoria”s 
Secret  puts  in  its  perfume,  but  goddamn,  it  gets  me.  Our  sex  broke  my  heart  with 
desire.  I kissed  and  caressed  her  tanned  skin  until  she  faded  into  sleep.  Once  her 
eyes  shut  for  the  night  and  her  face  was  serene,  I slipped  my  arm  out  from  under  her 
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head,  so  gently,  that  her  face  didn’t  even  flinch.  I took  one  last  stare  into  her  beautiful 
dreaming  face,  memorizing  every  inch,  because  I knew  it  was  the  last  time  I would  see 
that  peaceful  sleep.  A part  of  me  wanted  her  to  open  her  eyes.  I was  going  to  miss 
those  brown  eyes  that  glowed  gold  when  the  fading  sun  hit  them  just  right.  We  won’t 
be  together  when  she  wakes.  I had  to  head  for  my  apartment  and  get  out  before  the 
sun  shone  her  bright  face.  Literally,  we  are  through,  if  we  were  anything  at  all.  She 
loves  someone  else;  I can’t  really  blame  her.  I’m  different,  divided  and  separated  from 
the  rest  of  the  world.  I have  my  quirks  and  I never  let  anyone  in.  It’s  better  that  way; 
no  one  can  see  me  for  who  I am,  or  who  I want  to  be.  It  doesn’t  bother  me.  I just  don’t 
understand  why  time  and  time  again  my  relationships  end  like  this. 

Sadness  crept  in  only  momentarily  as  I walked  thought  the  halls.  She  was  like  the 
wind,  coming  and  going  on  a whim.  And  I,  like  a mill,  used  her  when  she  came.  That 
might  sound  bad,  I didn’t  use  her  so  to  speak,  if  anything,  we  used  each  other  for 
solace  and  comfort  more  than  anything  physical.  It  didn’t  matter  anymore;  I needed  to 
find  my  own  inner  peace.  And  anyway,  there  was  no  stopping  the  wind.  But  that  didn’t 
keep  me  from  trying  to  catch  it. 

I fell  asleep  as  soon  as  I hit  my  mattress.  The  clean  cool  blankets  were  so  inviting 
that  she  left  my  mind  right  when  I closed  my  eyes.  I knew  I was  going  to  find  peace 
when  I woke.  It’s  my  gift;  I can  distance  myself  so  easily.  It  just  came  naturally,  like 
brushing  teeth.  It's  the  reason  I have  no  friends,  never  been  in  love,  seen  my  family, 
and  to  sleep  alone.  It  was  like  I missed  something  I couldn’t  pinpoint;  it  hung  inside  of 
me  like  a melting  glacier,  but  it  was  so  far  away  I barely  felt  the  cold  air. 


The  song,  Say  Goodbye,  started  to  play.  I guess  if  she  and  I had  a song,  that  would 
probably  be  it.  So  I turned  it  off  and  headed  out.  I needed  to  be  outside  anyway.  No 
point  in  thinking  about  her,  not  today.  As  I strolled  through  the  quad,  the  autumn  air 
gripped  my  nostrils,  awakening  my  dizzy  senses.  I could  hear  every  leaf  fall,  every  tree 
whisper,  every  passerby  breath  a heavy  breathe,  and  every  piece  of  trash  skid  across 
the  asphalt.  Everything  told  me  that  the  decisions  I made  were  righteous.  I walked 
to  this  droopy  crabapple  tree  and  rested  underneath  its  shade,  pulled  out  a joint  and 
relaxed.  Maybe  it  was  a little  reckless,  but  isn’t  that  what  living  is  all  about? 

It  only  took  one  try  to  spark  up  the  jay,  almost  like  a sign  from  the  gods  to  take 
this  moment  and  savor  it.  To  savor  the  cool  air,  the  slightly  damp  ground,  the  way  the 
wind  waved  through  the  grass  like  a mini  green  wheat  field.  To  savor  the  symphony  of 
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insects  and  the  jazz-like  hum  of  life  around  me.  To  savor  the  joint  and  its  introspective 
numbness.  Like  Buddha  said,  “When  you  separate  yourself,  the  truth  is  revealed.” 
Although,  separation  led  to  spaced  out  memories,  memories  I would  rather  not  dwell  to 
long  upon. 

★ ★ ★ 

There  are  two  hundred  acres  of  wooded  land  nestled  in  the  heart  of  Missouri.  It 
was  originally  my  grandfather’s;  he  used  it  for  turkey  and  deer  hunting.  The  land  was 
perfect  for  it;  no  one  besides  our  family  would  use  it,  so  our  property  was  stock-pilled 
with  wildlife.  In  the  northeast  corner,  the  cabin  laid  at  the  base  of  the  bluff.  It  was  so 
beautiful.  When  I was  younger  I would  pretend  it  was  Helm's  Deep  from  Lord  of  the 
Rinas.  My  dad  used  to  tell  me  those  tales  during  long  car  rides  or  when  I had  trouble 
falling  asleep.  So  when  we  were  at  the  cabin,  I would  always  defend  our  family  from 
hoards  of  ores.  Night  or  day,  it  didn't  matter  - if  I were  there,  I was  outside. 

Everyone  used  to  tell  me  that  I was  a spitting  image  of  my  dad.  I had  his  eyes,  his 
smile,  his  broad  shoulders,  and  even  his  nose.  I felt  like  I wasn’t  even  me,  just  some 
poorly  photocopied  picture  of  him.  It  used  to  bother  me,  being  stuck  in  a shadow.  But 
time  healed  those  wounds,  and  I learned  to  accept  what  couldn’t  be  changed.  I had 
his  fucking  nose,  so  what  can  I do  but  breathe  through  it? 

My  parents  were  split  up;  they  always  had  been,  and  I never  asked  why.  I liked 
it  better  that  way.  So  when  I went  out  to  the  cabin,  it  was  usually  with  my  dad,  or 
occasionally,  with  my  grandpa.  Last  time  I went  out  there,  I was  ten.  It  was  May 
1st,  and  the  light  spring  rain  misted  on  the  window;  it  was  clouding  the  distance,  and 
leaving  only  yards  of  visible  tree  line  - the  perfect  playground.  My  dad  told  me  to  go 
outside  and  play.  I didn’t  think  anything  of  it.  I was  actually  pleased  that  he  was  okay 
with  me  playing  in  the  rain.  So  without  a question,  I took  off  to  battle  ores  with  stick 
swords.  No  more  than  fifteen  minutes  out  in  the  rain,  a loud  boosh  echoed  off  the 
bluffs  and  trees.  I knew  the  sound.  It  was  my  dad’s  shotgun,  and  my  guess  was  that 
he  saw  a huge  buck  and  shot  it,  even  though  deer  was  out  of  season.  So  I played  for 
a few  more  hours  until  it  was  time  for  supper.  I was  so  hungry.  Not  to  mention,  curious 
to  see  if  my  dad  was  going  to  make  me  some  deer  steaks. 

As  I flung  open  the  door,  the  spicy  smell  of  gun  powder  hung  in  the  air,  but  there 
was  another  smell  lingering,  a sour  smell.  It  burnt  far  back  inside  my  nose,  like  my  dad 
left  the  deer  out  to  rot.  That  wasn’t  like  him  though,  so  my  curiosity  erupted. 

“Dad!”  I yelled.  “Dad,  where  are  you?” 

There  was  no  response,  only  a faint  sound  of  “Terrapin  Station,”  playing  in 
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the  background.  Even  at  ten,  a deep  pitted  pain  loomed  in  my  stomach.  I knew 
something  was  wrong,  but  I couldn’t  find  him.  As  I walked  past  his  office,  the  stench 
grew.  It  filtered  through  the  stale  cabin  air,  beating  me  in  the  face  like  the  rain  had 
earlier.  It  enveloped  my  senses  like  a cloud,  and  my  eyes  began  to  water.  I can't  say  if 
it  was  because  of  the  smell  or  because  I knew  what  was  in  there.  I never  opened  that 
door.  I just  waited  across  the  hall  and  stared  at  its  frame  listening  to  the  Grateful  Dead 
album  over  and  over  again.  I slept  alone  for  a whole  day  at  the  base  of  my  dad's  office 
door  before  my  grandpa  came  out  to  go  hunting.  It  was  supposed  to  be  my  first  turkey 
hunting  trip. 

When  my  grandpa  came  in,  he  called  our  names  and  I laid  there  silent.  Finally  he 
peered  into  the  hall,  asking  where  my  father  was.  I stayed  silent. 

“Son,  where’s  your  father?”  He  asked,  quickly  followed  by,  “And  turn  off  that 
terrible  music.” 

I just  stared  at  the  door. 

“Alright,  fine,  I’ll  do  it  then.”  He  pronounced  with  his  deep  kingly  baritone  voice.  As 
he  opened  the  door,  he  reaffirmed  my  suspicions  as  he  exclaimed,  “Oh,  Jesus  Christ!” 
He  said  nothing  else.  He  just  carried  me  to  his  car  and  we  drove  home.  I still  have 
never  looked  into  his  eyes  since  that  day. 


I closed  the  top  eye,  as  I lay  on  my  side  while  the  tall  grass  tipped  to  my  closed 
lens.  I just  let  my  vision  fade  in  and  out  of  focus  as  it  pleased.  Partially  I did  this  to  hide 
the  joint;  hidden  in  the  grass,  it  might  have  looked  like  a cig,  but  my  crippling  paranoia 
told  me  everyone  knew.  Today  I didn’t  care.  Every  now  and  again,  I looked  up  through 
the  tree  with  its  sparse  leaves,  green  and  yellow  mingling  nicely  together.  Through  the 
limbs  dangling  arms,  the  overcast  sky  gazed  monotonously  back  at  me.  I felt  peace  in 
its  lack  of  caring. 

Slowly  I reached  through  my  backpack  fingering  for  my  pistol.  I didn’t  care  that 
I was  in  public;  it  had  to  be  done,  and  today  was  perfect.  The  sun  didn’t  care,  the 
clouds  didn’t  care,  the  people  didn’t  care,  and  neither  did  I.  I was  finally  stepping  out 
from  my  shadow.  I pointed  the  cold  steel  to  my  temple,  my  sweaty  palms  sliding  over 
the  handle.  I firmly  set  my  finger  on  my  release.  Just  then  the  wind  wrapped  its  long 
arms  around  my  cheeks  and  grazed  my  lips.  I never  caught  it,  but  I did  dance  in  its 
gust  of  leaves.  I pulled  the  trigger.  BOOM!  I had  thoughts  that  had  no  meaning  and 
heard  things  that  had  no  sound,  but  I loved  every  minute  of  the  silence. 
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The  Unmasking  of  Niceguy7557 

The  room  was  dark  except  for  the  glow  from  his  laptop.  The  sun  wouldn’t  rise 
for  another  4 hours,  but  the  curtains  were  drawn  to  keep  out  any  trace  of  moonlight. 
Though  he  knew  it  would  be  another  2 hours  until  she  woke  up  and  checked  her  email, 
he  couldn't  seem  to  tear  his  eyes  away  from  the  screen.  He  needed  to  savor  these  last 
moments  of  connection  to  her,  for  as  soon  as  she  opened  the  email,  the  connection 
would  be  irretrievably  broken.  He  had  written  things  - terrible,  hurtful,  spiteful  things. 
They  were  kinds  of  things  that  could  never  be  taken  back  or  forgotten. 

This  wasn’t  the  first  time  he’d  used  this  formula.  Quite  the  contrary,  he’d  used  it 
so  many  times  before  he  had  actually  developed  it  into  a simple  yet  fine  art.  Find  a 
victim,  reel  her  in,  create  a feeling  of  trust  and  love,  lure  her  into  a little  online  fun  while 
searching  for  the  next  victim,  toss  the  old  aside  and  start  the  process  over  with  the  new 
victim.  It  was  so  simple,  and  there  were  so  many  targets  out  there,  he  had  assumed 
that  he  could  go  on  amusing  himself  this  way  forever.  The  truth  was  that  he  probably 
could  have  continued  on  forever.  The  problem  was  that  the  unthinkable  had  happened. 
He  had  fallen  in  love. 

He  came  from  a typical  background  of  abuse,  loss,  mistrust,  bad  luck,  and  hard 
knocks.  His  father  was  an  abusive  alcoholic  and  his  mother  was  just  plain  pathetic. 

He  had  been  alternately  beaten  and  ignored  all  through  childhood,  and  he’d  left  home 
at  sixteen.  He  wasn’t  anything  special  and  he  knew  it.  He  had  a decent  job,  but  not 
the  kind  that  made  the  types  of  women  that  he  really  wanted  swoon.  He  made  a 
decent  living,  but  he  was  far  from  rich.  He  had  a decent  car,  but  not  a fancy  one.  He 
could  cook,  but  he  wasn’t  a gourmet  chef.  He  was  attractive,  but  not  a supermodel 
by  any  means.  He  was  also  very  shy  in  person.  Thank  God  for  the  Internet.  On  the 
net,  he  could  be  anybody  he  wanted,  and  he'd  found  the  perfect  personality  to  lure  in 
truckloads  of  women  - young,  high-powered  company  director,  rich,  smart,  popular, 
athletic,  and  good  looking.  What  woman  could  resist  a guy  like  that? 

His  prey  was  always  a beautiful,  funny,  and  independent  woman  recently  left 
by  some  jerk  who  treated  her  like  arm  candy  or  a piece  of  meat,  and  who  didn't 
appreciate  her  mind  and  accomplishments.  He  would  simply  swoop  in  with  his  charm, 
compassion,  warmth,  and  understanding  and  the  prey  would  fall  for  him  in  no  time 
flat.  He  would  refuse  to  say  anything  “off  color”  for  a few  weeks  to  lure  his  prey  into  a 
sense  of  security  and  trust.  Truth  was,  he  never  had  to  start  the  “fun”  himself  - the  prey 
always  made  the  overture  for  him.  He  would  resist  a bit,  saying  he  didn’t  want  to  do 
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or  say  anything  inappropriate,  but  it  always  led  right  where  he  wanted  it  to  go.  It  was 
amazing  how  alike  they  all  were.  That  is,  until  he  met  her. 

Sarah  was  different  from  the  start.  It  was  almost  as  if  she  knew  something  was  off, 
yet  she  never  said  anything.  Sarah  was  very  funny,  incredibly  accomplished,  intelligent, 
intuitive,  empathetic,  beautiful,  independent,  and  talented.  Right  away,  he  knew  he 
was  going  to  keep  this  one  longer  than  he  usually  did.  Though  he  sensed  right  away 
that  she  would  take  a bit  more  finesse  than  the  others,  his  real  reason  for  keeping  her 
around  was  because  they  had  an  immediate  connection  - the  kind  he  thought  only 
existed  in  fairy  tails.  He  found  himself  actually  looking  forward  to  the  conversations 
they  were  having.  She  could  talk  about  anything,  and  her  perspective  was  always 
interesting  and  even  amusing.  Not  a single  prior  victim  had  ever  actually  sparked  his 
intellect  or  full  attention.  It  had  always  been  about  the  chase,  and  once  he  started  to 
close  in,  his  interest  was  gone  and  he  started  looking  for  the  next  victim.  In  fact,  no 
“relationship”  had  ever  lasted  more  than  a couple  of  months. 

Two  months  into  his  relationship  with  her,  he  still  hadn’t  attempted  any  internet 
shenanigans,  and  she  hadn't  mentioned  it  either  - just  as  he  knew  she  wouldn’t.  She 
was  definitely  a cut  above  any  other  woman  he’d  ever  chased.  He  found  himself 
making  up  more  and  more  lies  about  himself  to  keep  her  interested  and  thinking  that 
he  was  worth  her  time.  He  had  quickly  moved  from  the  usual  lies  about  his  job  and 
income  to  lies  about  his  family.  He  told  her  tales  of  how  close  he  was  to  his  mom  and 
sister,  how  he  doted  on  his  niece  and  nephew,  was  best  friends  with  his  brother-in- 
law,  and  couldn’t  wait  to  have  a family  of  his  own.  The  truth  was  that  he  only  spoke  to 
his  mother  twice  a year,  he  didn’t  have  a sister  or  niece  and  nephew,  and  his  only  real 
friends  were  a few  guys  from  work  that  really  weren’t  worth  mentioning.  As  for  a family 
of  his  own,  he  had  always  thought  of  family  as  a hassle,  so  why  would  he  want  that 
for  himself? 

He  had  always  lived  a very  solitary  existence.  He  had  a small  house  on  the 
outskirts  of  town.  He  went  out  with  a couple  of  losers  from  work  every  Friday  night, 
but  all  they  did  was  down  a few  beers  and  throw  some  darts.  The  only  living  beings 
that  entered  his  home  were  his  two  beloved  German  Shepherds,  Tank  and  Gracie. 
Without  the  dogs  there,  his  home  would  have  been  very  quiet  and  unbearably  lonely. 

He  had  never  entertained  the  desire  to  hang  on  to  anyone  long  term  though.  His  dogs 
were  enough  company  for  him.  He  had  never  believed  he  could  truly  fall  in  love,  but  as 
the  months  went  by  and  the  connection  grew,  he  began  to  notice  a strange  feeling 
within  himself. 
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At  first,  he  wrote  it  off  as  a deep  sense  of  like,  but  as  more  time  passed  and  the 
feeling  grew  stronger,  he  could  no  longer  deny  that  it  was  love.  He  was  in  love  with  this 
woman  that  he  had  never  met  face  to  face.  He  was  in  love  with  her  wit,  intelligence, 
heart,  and  spirit.  He  started  calling  her  a couple  of  times  a week.  He  didn’t  care  what 
she  said  really;  he  just  loved  the  sound  of  her  voice. 

As  the  frequency  of  the  calls  increased,  she  began  making  references  to  meeting 
him.  He  always  managed  to  evade  it  somehow,  but  he  couldn’t  put  her  off  forever. 

More  and  more  often  he  would  get  the  feeling  that  she  knew  his  secret  - that  he  was  a 
liar  - but  he  also  knew  that  a woman  as  intelligent  as  she  was  would  never  stay  with  a 
man  like  that... or  would  she?  He  was  in  trouble  and  he  knew  it. 

Finally,  the  day  came  when  he  had  run  out  of  excuses.  He  had  to  do  something. 

He  wanted  to  tell  her  everything,  beg  for  her  forgiveness.  The  first  draft  of  the  email 
was  actually  a confession.  He  laid  it  all  out  for  her  and  told  her  how  sorry  he  was  and 
begged  her  not  to  walk  away  from  him.  He  had  a good  job,  but  he  wasn't  rich. 

He  didn’t  have  a family,  but  he  wanted  one  - with  her.  He  tried  to  send  it,  but  he 
couldn’t  bring  himself  to  hit  the  button.  So  he  trashed  that  letter  and  wrote  the  one  that 
was  sitting  in  her  inbox,  waiting  to  ambush  her. 

It  was  a horrible  email.  He  had  cried  the  entire  time  he  wrote  it,  and  tears  were 
still  slowly  streaming  down  his  face.  He  had  written  a version  of  this  email  dozens  of 
times  before,  but  he’d  never  cared  about  the  person  on  the  receiving  end.  This  time 
he  couldn’t  help  but  picture  the  shock,  pain,  and  tears  that  would  fill  the  eyes  of  his 
beloved  as  she  read  the  horrible  things  he  had  written  to  her.  He  knew  her  so  well;  he 
knew  exactly  where  to  strike  to  hurt  her  the  most.  Thinking  of  the  pain  he  was  about  to 
inflict,  he  felt  as  though  a thousand  knives  were  stabbing  into  his  chest.  How  could  he 
ever  forgive  himself  for  this? 

He  wanted  so  desperately  to  pick  up  the  phone  and  beg  her  to  delete  the  email 
without  reading  it.  He  knew  she  would  if  he  asked  her  to.  If  he  did  that,  he’d  have  no 
choice  but  to  confess  all  his  sins  and  hope  for  the  best.  He  knew  she'd  be  angry,  but 
she  had  a wonderful  soul.  After  all,  how  many  times  had  she  told  him  that  she  firmly 
believes  in  second  chances?  A thousand  times  at  least.  She'd  always  said  if  the 
offender  was  truly  sorry,  she’d  forgive  one  major  offense. 

Words  could  not  express  how  truly  sorry  he  was.  If  he  confessed  now  and  begged 
her  not  to  leave  him,  he  was  certain  she’d  make  good  on  her  promise  of  a second 
chance.  She  knew  him  well  enough  to  know  that  he  wasn’t  prone  to  dramatics.  She 
knew  that  he  didn’t  get  emotional  unless  he  really  meant  it;  he  wasn’t  one  for  fake 
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tears.  She  would  hear  his  tears  and  the  anguish  in  his  voice,  and  she  would  believe 
him.  If  only  he  could  muster  the  courage  to  pick  up  the  phone. 

The  phone  was  sitting  within  reach.  He  could  dial  her  number  and  confess 
everything.  He  could  fix  this.  He  could  let  her  cry  and  yell  and  call  him  names.  He 
could  beg  and  plead  and  apologize  a thousand  times  once  her  anger  passed.  He 
could  explain  his  actions  by  giving  her  a full  and  honest  accounting  of  his  background. 
He  could  assure  her  that  he’s  nothing  like  his  father  - he’s  never  had  more  than  three 
beers  in  a single  night.  He  could  convince  her  that,  with  her  help,  he  could  be  the  man 
she  wants  and  needs.  He  could  be  a family  man,  a loving  husband  and  father.  He 
could  get  a better  job.  He  can  do  anything  she  wants  him  to  do  to  fix  this  mess  he’s 
made.  He  could  and  he  will.  If  he  could  just  pick  up  the  phone  and  dial  her  number. 

His  hand  shook  as  it  hovered  just  inches  over  the  phone.  He  could  lift  it,  press 
the  buttons  and  put  himself  out  of  his  misery.  He  could  confess.  He  could  finally  face 
his  demons  and  find  the  happiness  that,  until  now,  he  never  believed  existed.  He 
could  finally  find  love  - if  he  could  just  close  the  gap  between  his  fingers  and  the 
phone.  He  saw  the  email  pop  up.  The  hand  that  had  been  lingering  over  the  phone 
moved  slowly  to  the  laptop.  He  thought  he  was  about  to  face  a tirade  of  anger  and 
accusations.  Instead,  he  opened  the  email  and  was  confronted  with  a single 
word  - coward. 

He  dropped  his  head  into  his  hands  and  sobbed. 
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Shadow  Fields 

Ice  had  begun  to  form  along  the  window  seams  and  welding  cracks  of  the 
transport  shuttle.  The  freezing  embrace  of  the  open  universe  was  beginning  to  take  its 
toll  on  the  small  ship.  The  ship  itself  had  originally  been  designed  as  a short  back-and- 
forth  vehicle.  It  would  be  in  the  darkness  of  space  for  a maximum  of  ten  hours  before 
returning  to  port;  however,  Cantos  had  pushed  it  well  beyond  its  threshold  for  security 
and  now  every  tremble  of  protest  made  him  clench  his  fists  tighter  around  the  controls. 

It  had  been  nearly  two  weeks  since  he  had  left  the  hellish  penal  planet  of  Kilgore, 
and  he  was  certain  that  the  shuttle  wouldn’t  last  any  more  than  another  day  or  two. 
Already  the  instrument  panel  was  locked  up  and  the  alarms  for  emergency  had  long 
ago  ceased  their  cries  for  attention.  His  escape  was  perfectly  designed;  the  sadistic 
guards  were  probably  just  now  realizing  that  he  was  gone.  He  smiled  to  himself  as 
he  recalled  how  easily  he  was  able  to  sneak  into  the  transport  shuttle  and  stowed 
away  until  they  were  off  the  planet.  The  second  step  of  the  plan  had  also  worked  out 
perfectly,  since  the  transport  was  nearly  empty  and  dispatching  of  the  small  crew  and 
pilot  had  been  quick.  Within  several  hours,  he  had  turned  his  lifelong  sentence  into  a 
mere  memory  and  was  out  amongst  the  stars,  blazing  onward  to  who  knows  where. 
Just  another  needle  in  a stack  full  of  needles. 

A new  problem  had  arisen  very  quickly.  He  had  no  idea  where  he  was  or  where  he 
was  going.  He  had  just  kind  of  improvised  the  third  step  of  the  plan,  hoping  that  there 
would  be  a planet  or  some  outpost  he  could  hide  out  on  whenever  the  shuttle  failed 
him.  Yet,  now  it  seemed  fate  had  dealt  him  a rather  cruel  hand.  The  ship  was  dying  and 
instead  of  freedom  and  liberation  to  look  forward  to,  it  seemed  he  was  only  left  to  ride 
this  icy  coffin  forever  in  the  emptiness  of  space. 

Cantos  shivered  slightly,  his  breath  hung  in  a cloud  as  it  escaped  his  lips.  He 
huddled  his  arms  closer  to  his  body  as  he  watched  the  still  unchanging  expanse  of 
stars.  The  universe  offered  little  to  no  light  and  its  darkness  was  becoming  crushing. 

His  eyelids  grew  heavy;  he  clenched  his  teeth  as  he  shut  them  and  settled  into  an 
unnerving  slumber,  the  rocking  of  the  shuttle  carrying  him  deeper  and  deeper  into 
his  dreams. 

Some  time  later,  a violent  shaking  overcame  the  transport.  Cantos  awoke  with 
a start  and  gazed  outwards  through  the  icy  windshields.  Water  streaked  backwards 
against  the  window  and  raced  off  the  sides.  Cantos  had  to  squint  and  look  away  as  a 
tremendous  light  flooded  into  the  small  chamber  of  the  cockpit.  Through  his  narrowed 
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gaze,  he  saw  the  dark  red  land  of  a planet  looming  before  him.  Just  beyond  the  planet, 
a single  yellow  star  blazed  nearly  as  brilliant  as  the  sun  on  Kilgore.  While  ice  was  quickly 
melting  off  the  ship,  another  problem  had  fallen  on  his  ill-fated  journey.  It  was  obvious 
to  Cantos  that  he  was  no  longer  traveling  by  his  own  power  anymore.  The  engine  noise 
had  grown  quiet  and  the  rockets  were  as  mute  as  the  stars  outside.  A low  whistle  had 
begun  to  grow  in  frequency,  and  he  leaned  forward,  looking  to  the  planet  before  him 
that  beckoned  him  closer  and  closer. 

The  ship  was  actually  trapped  in  the  gravity  of  this  new  planet  and  as  he 
approached  closer  to  its  atmosphere,  he  could  hear  the  whistling  grow  to  an  almost 
deafening  tone.  The  sound  of  metal  turning  to  white  hot  fire  sizzled  around  him  and 
Cantos  fell  back  into  his  seat.  He  took  a deep  breath  and  watched  through  the 
windshield  as  the  darkness  of  the  universe  disappeared  and  was  replaced  by  the 
blinding  white  light  of  the  shuttle  entering  into  the  atmosphere  of  this  new  planet.  He 
could  feel  his  body  being  pulled  back  further  into  the  back  of  his  seat  as  the  shuttle 
began  to  violently  tremble.  He  gripped  tightly  to  the  arms  of  the  chair  and  his  teeth 
rattled  in  his  head.  The  small  shuttle  was  lost  as  a blazing  fire  engulfed  it  and  pulled  it 
through  the  cloudless  sky  below. 

★ ★ ★ 

The  stars  blinked  peacefully  in  the  night  sky.  A barren  field  of  sand  reached  far 
into  the  distance  to  an  outcropping  of  large  hills  and  several  small  mountains.  The 
landscape  was  seated  perfectly  beneath  a clear  night  sky.  Almost  out  of  nowhere, 
one  of  the  stars  blazed  even  brighter  and  its  light  grew  in  intensity  until  it  was  obvious 
that  it  was  heading  toward  the  planet.  The  sky  lit  up  as  the  shuttle  broke  through  the 
atmosphere  and  cast  a long  streak  of  fire  behind  it.  With  an  earsplitting  squeal,  the 
dead  shuttle  fell  towards  a small  collection  of  trees  near  the  base  of  the  hills,  their 
leaves  were  long  gone  and  left  only  the  racked  and  weathered  bark  of  their  dark  limbs 
and  boughs.  A stale  breeze  made  their  naked  arms  shiver  calmly  as  they  were  cast  in 
the  growing  light  of  the  falling  shuttle  engulfed  in  flames. 

The  ground  rumbled  as  the  shuttle  slammed  hard  into  the  collection  of  trees. 
Splinters  of  wood  shattered  outwards  and  across  the  barren  fields  and  many  of  the 
younger  saplings  were  destroyed  on  impact.  A giant  cloud  of  dust  and  debris  rose  up 
from  the  site  of  impact  and  fire  quickly  consumed  the  surrounding  landscape.  Singed 
bits  of  bark  fell  to  the  red  soil  followed  by  burning  chunks  of  the  shuttle.  A soft  drizzle  of 
ash  and  electricity  blanketed  the  ground. 

Cantos  lay  slumped  against  the  far  slope  of  the  impact  crater.  His  head  rested  back 
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on  his  shoulders  and  was  bleeding  heavily  from  a large  cut  just  before  his  hairline.  The 
flesh  had  been  torn  back  from  the  cut  and  dirt  caked  the  naked  opening.  His  arm  was 
bent  awkwardly  behind  him  and  he  pushed  weak  breaths  forcefully  from  his  lungs.  Time 
passed  slowly  as  he  faded  in  and  out  of  consciousness.  Finally,  he  moaned  as  he  felt 
the  heaviness  of  his  coma  leave  him,  its  sleeping  tendrils  releasing  his  mind  and  body 
from  its  oppressive  grip. 

Rolling  off  his  arm  caused  a sharp  stick  of  pain  to  race  through  his  body.  He 
screamed  in  agony.  His  arm  was  broken  in  several  places  and  the  bones  in  his  hand 
were  crushed  in  several  more.  Using  his  one  good  arm,  he  pulled  himself  up  out  of  the 
pit.  Tears  swelled  in  his  eyes  and  a large  bruise  had  begun  to  spread  across  the  left 
side  of  his  face.  Blood  still  trickled  freely  down  his  brow  and  past  the  side  of  his  nose, 
dripping  to  the  ground  before  him.  With  an  agonizing  groan,  he  moved  himself  further 
away  from  the  site,  not  knowing  how  much  attention  he  had  caused.  His  only  goal  now 
was  to  leave  the  scene  of  destruction  and  find  shelter  where  he  could  collect 
his  bearings. 

He  heard  a commotion  coming  towards  him.  Looking  up  through  the  blood- 
stained hair  that  fell  over  his  gaze,  he  saw  shadowy  figures  approaching  him  cautiously. 
Unable  to  hold  his  head  anymore,  he  laid  back  into  the  soft  red  dirt  and  reality  left  him 
once  again. 

* * * 

Savior.  Liberator.  God.  These  names  whispered  around  him  as  he  slowly  opened 
his  eyes.  The  room  he  was  held  in  was  dimly  lit  and  a crude,  thatched  roof  crisscrossed 
its  beams  high  above  his  head.  He  felt  smothered,  completely  surrounded  by  sweaty 
bodies  and  musky  scents.  His  rescuers  huddled  around  him  as  he  fully  awoke.  They 
were  all  fair  folk,  men  and  women  of  differing  shapes  and  sizes.  Some  reached  for  him, 
touching  him;  others  recoiled  in  apprehension  and  fear.  Looking  down,  he  saw  that  he 
had  been  crudely  bandaged  with  his  wounds  cleaned  by  whomever  these  primitive 
people  passed  as  their  doctors  and  nurses.  With  a great  effort,  he  pulled  himself  up 
to  look  past  the  crowd  gathered  before  his  bed  and  paused.  Stretching  out  before 
him  were  hundreds,  no,  thousands  of  others.  Packed  against  each  other,  shoulder  to 
shoulder,  they  are  all  staring  at  him.  Their  faces  were  painted  by  curiosity  and  wonder. 

Cantos  leaned  back  in  bewilderment.  In  the  days  and  weeks  that  followed,  he 
slowly  regained  his  strength  and  learned  the  irony  of  his  situation.  It  took  many  more 
weeks  for  him  to  learn  their  crude  language  and  mimic  their  speech.  He  learned  that 
these  primitive  and  ancient  people  knew  nothing  of  the  galaxy  over  their  heads.  They 
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knew  only  of  their  lone  planet,  which  they  had  crudely  named  Earth.  He  was  deified  by 
these  ancient  people:  sent  from  the  stars  to  bring  them  hope,  peace,  and  prosperity. 
Every  whim  or  desire  he  could  conjure  was  their  pleasure  to  fulfill.  Yet,  he  was  not  their 
God;  he  was  their  prisoner.  He  had  escaped  his  sentence,  even  killed  along  the  way, 
only  to  throw  himself  into  a much  larger  cell.  Space  travel  was  as  foreign  to  these  new 
people  as  much  as  he  was.  So  now,  when  the  lone  sun  of  the  planet  had  set,  he  found 
himself  wandering  to  the  scorched  mark  of  land  that  was  his  arrival  and  staring  at  the 
cold,  vast  sky  above  him.  Each  star  blinked  hello  and  goodbye. 
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Blake  Morgan 


Same  Old  Story 

These  days,  her  hair  is  shorter.  Really  short.  It  used  to  be  longer  back  in  high 
school.  Now,  the  shining  auburn  hair,  with  tiny  golden  strands  mixed  in,  falls  just  to  the 
middle  of  her  neck.  Her  skin  is  smooth  and  free  of  imperfections. 

She’s  a model,  a half  model.  She  did  some  shoots.  She’s  little,  but  doesn’t  look  ill. 
Her  skin  has  color  and  life.  She’s  always  had  naturally  tan  and  delicious  looking  skin, 
ever  since  I met  her,  which  was  when  we  were  kids  so  long  ago.  She  has  these  alluring 
brown  eyes,  big  and  deceptively  innocent,  but  so  wonderful  to  look  into.  She  has  this 
naive  intelligence  based  on  oddball  philosophies  and  yoga  renditions  of  faith.  There’s  a 
god  in  there  too,  somewhere  I suppose.  I just  never  ask. 

Her  body  is  spectacular,  and  she  shows  it  off  casually  with  a tank  top  and  shorts 
that  are  very  short,  tempting,  and  gratuitously  pleasant.  She  isn’t  very  tall,  so  she 
doesn’t  have  the  long  legs  of  a model,  but  I shit  you  not  when  I say  that  these  legs 
are  extraordinary  creations  from  any  god  you  choose  to  believe  in.  She's  thin,  but  has 
a little  squeeze  to  her.  Her  breasts  are  what  breast  men  would  consider  small,  but  I 
admire  them,  and  constantly  think  of  their  precision  alignment  and  proper  ratio  for  her 
body  size. 

She  isn’t  wearing  any  bra,  so  when  she  leans  over  to  tap  the  ashes  off  the  joint  and 
into  the  ashtray,  I almost  get  a glimpse  of  heaven.  I still  only  see  the  edges  of  curved 
flesh,  never  a nipple,  never  the  whole  thing.  It’s  like  a summer  movie  teaser. 

I’m  quick  to  move  my  eyes,  but  I think  she  catches  me  staring.  She  gets  this 
endearing  smile  masked  with  a slight  shade  of  what  can  only  be  considered  as 
dangerous.  I probably  won’t  get  in  trouble.  She  coughs  as  she  blows  out  smoke. 

“This  is  really  good  weed.  It  actually  tastes  good,  but  wow,  it  smells.” 

“Yeah  the  drug  man  said  it’s  called  Super  Skunk,  and  that’s  why  it  smells  like  a 
stinky  skunk.”  She  bursts  out  into  ridiculous  amounts  of  laughter,  and  this  is  a fine  time 
to  examine  the  wonders  of  her  personality.  The  joke  is  not,  nor  will  ever  be,  funny.  The 
pot  really  does  smell  like  a skunk.  I am  only  telling  a simple  fact.  Maybe  she  thinks  it's 
funny  that  my  pot  has  a name,  who  knows,  but  she  laughs  nonetheless — just  at  her 
amusement  and  enjoyment  with  life,  and  it  is  a rich  laugh,  loud  and  almost,  at  times — 
but  barely,  shrill.  It’s  like  loud  bursts  of  energy  exploding  from  her  mouth.  She  uses 
her  hand  to  cover  her  lips  and  hide  her  pearly  whites,  but  the  sound  still  escapes  and 
escalates  and  emits  a warm  aura.  “It  gets  you  super  high.  That’s  all  I know.”  Another 
simple  true  fact,  but  we  both  laugh.  Hers  dwarfing  mine  in  decibels. 
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We’re  passing  this  joint  back  and  forth  while  looking  at  old  and  new  pictures  on  my 
laptop  (technically,  all  pictures  are  old.  They  are  all  past  times,  but  some  were  newer 
than  others).  It  brings  back  memories,  of  course,  because  that’s  what  pictures  are,  and 
we  get  to  talking  about  when  we  were  kids,  and  our  grade  school,  and  some  old  mean 
ass  teachers  that  still  haunt  us  to  this  day.  We  talk  about  when  our  first  grade  teacher, 
Mrs.  Majors,  had  a heart  attack  on  my  birthday.  Since  then,  I’ve  become  convinced 
that  bad  things  happen  on  or  around  my  birthday,  and  many  events  have  led  me  to 
believe  that  I am  correct. 

My  sister  went  to  the  hospital  once,  on  the  exact  date  of  my  birth,  and  was  placed 
into  an  oxygen  tent  because  of  a severe  asthma  attack.  My  grandfather  died  seven 
days  before  my  thirteenth  birthday.  Thirteen,  the  unlucky  number.  My  first  girlfriend 
left  me  three  days  before  my  sixteenth  birthday  because  she  had  lost  all  feelings  for 
me  and  didn’t  want  me  thinking  I was  a hot  shot  sixteen-year-old  with  a smoking  hot 
girlfriend  who  was  way  out  of  my  league.  Turns  out  she  had  figured  out  the  whole 
league  business  and  how  I was  out  of  it,  but  why  couldn’t  she  have  figured  that  out 
in  November?  Come  to  think  of  it,  I think  the  only  birthday  something  might  not  have 
went  wrong  was  I turned  twenty-one,  but  that’s  because  I was  too  drunk  to  remember. 
Wait — something  did  go  wrong.  I took  this  hot  redhead  home,  but  she  didn’t  fuck  me, 
and  while  I was  in  my  room  trying  to  convince  her  that  my  macking  ability  was  just  and 
true,  my  friends  smoked  a joint  of  my  own  weed  without  me.  I know  it  sounds  like  it 
was  an  assholish  thing  of  them  to  do,  but  in  all  truthfulness  they  had  hollered  at  me  to 
come  smoke,  but  I yelled  back  saying  I was  busy. 

I tell  her  all  of  these  things  and  she  laughs.  One  thing  I don’t  tell  her  though,  is 
that  a few  days  before  my  twelfth  birthday  was  when  she  and  her  dad  had  gotten  the 
word  from  their  mother’s  doctor  that  there  wasn’t  much  more  they  could  do,  that  the 
sickness  had  spread  too  much.  I didn’t  want  to  ruin  the  mood. 

So,  my  birthday’s  cursed,  the  joint  turns  into  a roach,  the  song  changes,  and  the 
picture  slideshow  program  on  my  laptop  pulls  up  another  random  image  of  us  and 
some  other  classmates  from  second  grade,  a long  time  ago. 

"Oh  my  god,  look  at  this  picture!  Look  at  Jimmy  and  Dennis!”  She  pauses  for  loud 
and  almost  uncontrollable  laughter  as  she  points  out  her  goofy-looking  knees. 

“Your  knees  look  like  anyone  else’s  knees.”  Except  abnormally  boney  and  goofy, 
but  they  don’t  look  like  that  now,  so  I say  nothing. 

“Whatever.”  She  has  never,  and  will  continue  not  to,  let  me  compliment  her,  despite 
the  outrageously  gorgeousness  of  her  skin  and  bones.  “Look  at  your  curly  blond  hair!” 
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Laughter  ensues.  “You're  so  cute!  And  now  you  don’t  have  any  hair!”  She  says  this  as 
she  rubs  my  shaved  head.  My  invisible  tail  wags. 

“Second  grade  was  a long  time  ago.  What  happened  to  me?  If  I still  had  that 
blond  hair  and  those  boyish  good  looks,  I’d  be  hooking  up  with  a lot  more  girls  than  I 
am  now.” 

“Well,  that’s  not  too  hard,  right?”  Loud  laughter  bounces  off  the  four  walls  of  my 
room  as  she  amuses  herself  with  her  own  joke.  I,  on  the  other  hand,  only  chuckle. 

“Ouch.”  I pretend  to  sound  hurt,  but  I know  it’s  a joke,  and  I also  know  it’s  true. 

“Oh,  be  quiet.  You  don’t  want  to  meet  a girl  in  a bar  anyways.  You  need  a 
nice  girl.” 

“A  nice  girl?  They  make  those?  I thought  you  were  all  mean  and  vindictive 
and  sour  on  the  inside.”  There  is  no  loud  laughter.  She  only  rolls  her  eyes  at  my 
misogynistic  beliefs. 

She’s  quick  to  change  the  subject  off  my  built  up  hatred  of  women  resulting  from  an 
absurd  amount  of  rejection  over  a period  of  my  first  girlfriend  to  now,  almost  ten  years 
later.  She  actually  brings  up  quite  an  amusing  tale  of  a time  when  I started  a rumor  in 
the  ole  second  grade  and  got  in  quite  a bit  of  trouble.  I also  stirred  up  the  entire  class 
with  quite  the  scare. 

Our  old  school  had  one  of  those  book  fair  things  going  on,  and  I’ve  always  enjoyed 
reading,  and  was  always  stoked  for  the  book  fair,  and  used  to  always  look  for  new 
scary  story  collections.  I loved  those  little  books  with  thirteen  or  so  scary  stories  in 
them.  I used  to  have  so  many  of  them.  I kind  of  wish  I had  them  now.  I’ve  forgotten 
what  children’s  horror  reads  like. 

I purchased  a book  at  the  fair  called  Fifteen  Scary  Tales  to  Tell  Around  the  Campfire, 
or  some  shit.  I can’t  remember  the  title  exactly.  I do  remember  the  Bloody  Mary  story  I 
read,  though. 

It  was  about  a young  boy  who  heard  a rumor  at  his  summer  camp.  The  rumor  was 
that  if  you  said  Bloody  Mary  five  times  into  a mirror  with  the  lights  off,  you’d  see  the  face 
of  a ghost.  Well,  the  kid  tries  it  with  his  buddy,  and  I think  it  sucks  his  buddy  into  the 
mirror.  I can’t  remember  its  exactness,  but  I remember  the  saying  of  the  lady’s  name 
five  times  in  a mirror  with  the  lights  off. 

Well,  being  young  and  mischievous  and  having  a knack  for  telling  tall  tales,  I 
proceeded  to  tell  everyone  a little  story  about  how  my  best  friend  and  I,  James — who 
had  my  back  one  hundred  percent  in  this  lie,  had  said  Bloody  Mary  five  times  into  a 
mirror  with  the  door  shut  and  the  lights  off. 
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Everyone’s  gullible  eyes  stared  back  at  us  in  horror  as  we  told  them  how  the  mirror 
started  to  smoke  up  as  if  someone  were  taking  a shower.  After  that,  it  turned  into 
a kind  of  window,  and  we  could  see  into  a graveyard.  The  whole  time  James  was 
nodding  his  head,  saying  that  he  had  indeed  seen  the  same. 

After  the  graveyard,  that’s  when  we  got  them.  We  said  she  jumped  in  front  of  the 
mirror,  her  face  rotten  and  disgusting,  teeth  discolored,  eyes  grayed  out  and  dried, 
tongue  like  thin  jerky,  scabs  and  cuts  and  other  horrors  decorated  her  face  like  a teen 
with  acne.  It  was  after  this,  that  James  and  I confessed.  We  told  them  we  got  scared 
and  ran  away  before  we  could  see  anything  else.  There  were  a few  unbelievers  but  we 
cured  them  of  their  doubt  by  drawing  a horrible  second  grade  scribble  of  the  graveyard 
and  the  old  hag’s  face.  This  sold  them,  as  we  now  had  documentation.  Manipulation 
of  the  masses  is  easy  when  you’re  young. 

Well,  this  spread  like  a fire  in  a California  dry  season,  and  by  the  second  day  after 
I told  the  lie,  girls  were  going  to  the  teachers  asking  them  if  God  (we  went  to  private 
school)  would  save  them  from  the  evil  lady  hiding  in  their  mirror.  When  asked  where 
they  heard  this  story,  everyone  pointed  at  me.  They  didn’t  even  have  to  work  the 
answer  out  of  them.  They  didn’t  have  to  take  recess  time  or  hook  up  the  electric  nipple 
clamps  or  anything.  They  just  sold  me  out.  So  to  make  everything  all  right,  I had  to 
stand  up  in  front  of  about  forty  kids  and  explain  to  them  that  I was  a liar  straight  from 
Satan’s  belly  and  had  deceived  them  all  with  a cruel  trickery  that  can  only  come  from 
the  forked  tongue  of  the  serpent — remember,  private  school.  I then  told  them  they 
were  all  sheep  and  should  baa  for  me. 

“I  still  can’t  believe  you  did  that.  You  were  so  convincing.  I remember  I couldn't 
sleep  because  I thought  she  would  come  get  me.  I had  a vanity  in  my  room.  I had  to 
cover  the  mirror  up  with  a blanket  for  a whole  week,  even  after  you  told  us  it  wasn’t 
true.”  Now  is  my  turn  to  laugh  a laugh  that  is  loud  and  rich  and  full  of  appreciation  for 
the  good  times. 

“It’s  not  that  funny.”  Her  voice  is  serious  as  if  she's  remembering  those  sleepless 
nights,  having  fear  flashbacks  where  she  can  feel  the  shivers  and  goose  bumps 
covering  her  body.  I’m  still  smiling.  “You  say  if  you  had  those  boyish  looks  you’d  get 
more  girls,  but  if  you’d  just  incorporate  that  ability  to  stir  up  buyable  bullshit  into  your 
macking  act,  you’ll  pick  up  plenty.” 

“So  you,  the  proud  woman,  are  telling  me  to  lie  to  get  girls?” 

“I’m  telling  you  to  lie  if  you  want  to  get  those  kinds  of  girls.”  She  says  ‘those  kinds’ 
as  if  she’s  saying  ‘other  girls  besides  me,'  and  it’s  making  me  think  she’s  secretly  trying 
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to  get  me  to  think  about  making  a move  on  her.  It’d  be  easy  to  do.  We’re  lounging 
comfortably  close  to  one  another.  Does  she  want  me  to  make  a move?  I consider,  and 
as  I’m  considering  and  half  moving  in,  she  quickly  interrupts  my  attempt. 

“Let’s  try  it.”  She  sounds  excited.  Her  eyes  are  giving  me  playful  glances  and 
revealing  things  her  lips  aren’t  yet  saying. 

“Try  what?” 

“Let’s  try  the  Bloody  Mary  thing.  I’ve  always  wanted  to,  but  I'm  scared.  If  you’re 
there  to  protect  me  though,  that’s  a different  story.” 

Something  inside  of  me  trembles  at  her  suggestion,  but  this  is  my  chance.  The 
suggestion  frightens  me,  but  her  voice  is  suggestive  and  that  excites  me.  It's  time  to 
bite  the  bullet  and  do  something  that  scares  me  or  ruin  all  chances  of  possibly  having 
intercourse  with  the  woman  who  was  voted  the  prettiest  girl  in  our  senior  class,  and 
she  had  a lot  of  smoking  hot  ass  to  compete  against,  let  me  assure  you.  The  decision 
is  made. 

“Alright,  let’s  try  it.” 

There  is  a bathroom  connected  to  my  bedroom.  It’s  just  a tiny  bland  white 
room.  White  toilet.  White  sink.  A little  white  trash  can  (I  made  myself  buy  a midget 
one  because  have  you  ever  noticed  that  no  one  has  regular  sized  trashcans  in  their 
bathrooms?  Is  it  illegal?  Is  there  a regulation  size  for  bathroom  ones?  Whatever  the 
reason,  I didn’t  want  to  piss  anyone  off,  so  I bought  the  smallest  trashcan  I could  find. 

It  might  hold  two  paper  towels,  absolutely  useless).  Then  there  is  the  medicine  cabinet 
disguised  as  a mirror  embedded  into  the  wall.  It  has  a white  border.  I guess  you  could 
say  I went  with  the  shit,  shower,  and  shave  in  here — that’s  all,  so  I don’t  care  what  it 
looks  like  theme.  It's  clean  though.  Males  always  score  a few  extra  points  with  females 
when  they  have  clean  bathrooms. 

She  walks  in  ahead  of  me.  I get  a wonderful  view  of  her  ass.  It,  like  the  rest  of  her 
body,  is  absolutely  fine.  I shut  the  door.  When  the  latch  clicks,  it  echoes.  What  would 
normally  be  a light  click  becomes  a slapping  clack  that  bounces  off  the  plastic  walls 
and  makes  my  beautiful  female  friend  jump. 

She  spins  around,  and  her  big  hazel  eyes  are  wide  with  her  inner  child’s  curiosity 
and  a little  bit  of  fear.  She  gets  more  or  less  the  same  glance  from  me.  We  give  off  a 
pair  of  awkward  grins,  and  I flick  the  light  switch  down. 

Bathrooms  get  incredibly  dark  when  the  lights  are  off.  I think — maybe  it’s  just  mine. 
It’s  pitch  black.  I can’t  even  see  the  woman  next  to  me.  I feel  her  though.  On  cue  with 
the  lights,  she  reaches  out  and  grabs  my  arm,  follows  the  forearm  down  to  my  wrist, 
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finds  my  palm  and  fingers,  and  she  grips  my  hand  with  a trembling  strength  that  shocks 
me.  I think  I see  the  glimmer  of  our  eyes  in  the  blackened  space  where  the  mirror  is. 

“Your  kung-fu  grip  is  strong.” 

“What?” 

“Nothing.  This  is  lame.  We're  adults.”  I really  separate  the  syllables  when  I say  it, 
Aaa-dults.  I don’t  know  why.  “We  drink  in  bars.  We  don’t  play  games  in  the  dark.” 

“Someone  sounds  scared.”  Her  giggle  sounds  nervous,  and  her  death  grip  on  my 
hand  says  I’m  not  the  only  one  slightly  frightened. 

“Yeah.  This  is  how  scared  I am.  Bloody  Mary.”  And  the  male  cockiness  kicks  in. 

We  say  the  second  one  together.  “Bloody  Mary.” 

This  is  absurd.  “Bloody  Mary.” 

The  things  I will  do  to  get  into  a woman’s  graces.  “Bloody  Mary.” 

One  more  to  go.  I think  she  might  break  my  hand  with  that  grip.  “Bloody  Mary.” 

A deafening  ring  erupts  in  my  ears,  crippling  my  eardrums.  The  basis  of  my  equilibrium 
shatters.  The  world  and  its  balance  don’t  make  sense.  There’s  screaming — I think.  I 
can’t  be  sure.  The  ringing  won’t  stop. 

The  darkness  instantly  illuminates  into  a complete  retina  burning  whiteness.  There 
is  nothing  but  white.  I can’t  see  myself.  I can’t  see  the  girl.  I can’t  see  the  mirror. 
There's  white  and  ringing  and  I still  think  I hear  screaming.  I might  be  screaming. 

My  right  arm  explodes  in  pain.  I don’t  just  scream,  I howl,  but  I can't  really  hear 
it.  The  pain  is  everywhere,  from  parts  of  my  bicep  to  my  palm.  It  throbs  and  pulses.  I 
can’t  see  the  damage.  I can’t  tell  what’s  wrong.  I still  only  see  white.  I feel  my  eyes 
squinting,  but  it's  no  help. 

The  whiteness  becomes  invaded  by  blood  spatter  and  contorted  corpses.  Images 
of  dead  bodies  thrown  into  piles  with  their  mouths  permanently  left  in  the  shapes  of 
screams  are  tackling  my  mind.  Their  teeth  have  long  since  lost  their  structure  and 
deteriorated  into  dust.  The  tongues  are  flat  and  gray,  lacking  moisture,  crunchy.  Some 
of  their  heads  are  sewn  together  in  crude  patterns  with  abnormally  thick  thread  of  some 
kind.  Some  are  connected  by  the  mouths  with  the  same  thread.  The  images  come  in 
flashes  or  waves.  With  each  instance,  I feel  a debilitating  blow,  leaving  me  nauseous 
and  weak. 

Within  the  second  wave,  I see  more  bodies  clumped  together  in  revolting  ways. 
Some  corpse’s  hand  is  jammed  down  into  another's  mouth,  all  the  way  up  past  the 
elbow.  On  others,  their  feet  had  been  shoved  up  the  asses  of  dead  bodies.  Some 
were  bent  in  half,  forward  and  backward,  having  their  own  feet  and  part  of  their  shin 
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travel  down  their  rotted  out  esophagus.  Their  mouths  are  stretched  wide,  the  jaws 
stretched  out  too  far.  The  decaying  skin  is  torn  around  the  lips  at  the  insertion  of  things 
too  thick  for  human  mouths.  We  are  not  snakes  (some  of  us).  Some  had  their  own 
fists  or  legs  bent  backward  and  inserted  into  their  own  orifices.  It  is  horrible,  this  scene 
I can’t  blink  this  scene  away.  A huge  mess  of  bodies  all  tangled  and  connected  in  the 
worst  of  ways,  left  to  decompose  and  become  even  more  revolting  while  forever  bound 
in  an  obscene  way  to  another  decomposing  body,  some  grotesque  corpse  garden. 

Another  flash.  Another  headache,  some  type  of  mind  altering  pain.  I see  blood.  It 
runs  down  the  walls.  It’s  thick  and  dark.  I’ve  never  seen  so  much.  It  covers  my  vision, 
falling  and  pooling  up  like  a haunted  waterfall. 

There’s  more  pain  in  my  arm,  my  right  hand.  It  burns.  It  feels  hot.  I can’t  move 
it.  The  nerves  are  shutdown  and  refusing  to  accept  incoming  messages  from  my 
scattered  head.  It  won’t  obey.  There  aren’t  words  for  this  kind  of  horror.  There  aren’t 
explanations. 

Some  type  of  intelligent  force  deep  within  my  mind  kicks  in.  My  mental  escape  plan 
tells  me  this  is  all  a trick.  Things  like  this  aren’t  real.  There  is  no  blood.  You’re  smarter 
than  that.  This  is  like  a nightmare. 

There  is  no  blood.  There  are  no  bodies.  I tell  myself  there  is  no  horribleness  going 
on  in  front  of  my  eyes,  no  godforsaken  acts,  no  cannibal  heathendom  of  dead  human 
pretzel  before  me,  and  a miracle  happens. 

The  blood  quits  flowing  and  fades  away  into  the  most  calming  white  I will  ever 
know.  It’s  surrounding  me,  comforting.  I think  I hear  singing.  I can’t  possibly 
remember  this  far  into  my  past,  but  I think  I hear  my  mother  singing  to  me  like  she 
used  to  when  I was  an  infant,  when  a crib,  a warm  bottle,  and  soothing  voice  were  all  I 
needed  to  make  things  simple.  I hear  that. 

There’s  something  off  in  the  distance.  A shadow.  I think  it’s  coming  towards  me, 
moving  slowly,  cautiously.  The  singing  is  louder.  The  words  are  coming  clearer.  The 
tune  is  presenting  itself  at  an  increasing  loudness,  and  the  more  I hear,  the  more  it 
doesn’t  sound  like  my  mother. 

You’ve  called  me,  and  I’ve  come  to  you. 

Ignore  your  resistance  and  fear. 

This  mirror  is  your  new  home  now. 

Behold  your  tragedies,  my  dear. 

And  the  shadow  comes  closer.  It  shakes  my  vision,  distorting  what  I should  be 
seeing.  I can’t  focus.  It’s  bigger  now,  taking  the  shape  of  a woman.  I can  make  out 
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what  is  probably  a dress  and  long  hair.  The  dress  sways  as  she  walks,  and  her  hair 
blows  lightly  with  an  otherworldly  wind.  She’s  too  close,  but  still  distorted.  What  might 
be  a hand  is  reaching  out  to  me. 

Behold  your  tragedies. 

The  mirror  is  broken  in  my  bathroom.  There  is  broken  glass  and  blood  piled  up  in 
the  white  sink.  I'm  sitting  against  the  wall  trying  to  pick  myself  up,  but  my  arm  feels  like 
it’s  on  fire.  I look  down  at  it  and  do  this  pathetic  whelping  scream. 

Tiny  pieces  of  glass  are  wedged  into  my  forearm.  They  stick  out  shining  while 
blood  pools  up  and  drips  down  around  them.  One,  two,  seven  pieces  are  stuck  in  my 
arm,  seven  big  chunks  of  glass.  The  grand  finale,  though,  is  the  long  crude  looking 
shard  of  glass  gripped  in  my  right  hand.  My  fingers  curl  tightly  around  it.  The  jagged 
edges  have  dug  themselves  into  my  flesh.  It’s  cutting  against  all  four  of  my  fingers.  It’s 
wedged  deeply  into  my  palm  and  has  sliced  the  thin  flesh  between  my  pointer  finger 
and  thumb.  Blood  drips  from  my  clenched  hand  rather  quickly.  I try  to  will  my  fingers 
to  uncoil  themselves  around  the  sharp  glass,  but  they  aren’t  working.  I’m  wondering  if 
I sliced  tendons  or  muscles  or  something  else  vicious  and  requiring  hours  of  reparative 
surgery.  I can  move  my  arm  very  slightly  but  with  great  pain  resulting. 

I try  to  use  my  good  hand  to  manually  make  my  fingers  let  go  of  the  glass.  I pry 
my  pinky  off  the  shiny  shard  of  mirror  and  blood  begins  to  pour  out.  I scream  in  agony 
because  I’ve  never  felt  pain  like  this.  My  pinky  lies  awkwardly  to  the  side.  I won’t  be 
trying  that  again.  The  doctors  can  do  all  that. 

With  plentiful  amounts  of  pain,  I manage  to  pick  myself  up.  There’s  blood 
everywhere.  Thick  arching  streams  of  blood  with  little  specs  of  splatter  stain  the  walls. 
In  some  places  it's  been  smeared  and  looks  pink. 

The  blood  seems  to  get  thicker  as  it  gets  closer  to  the  bathtub.  The  blood  is 
pooled  up  so  thickly  there  you  can’t  even  see  the  white  floor.  Inside  of  the  bathtub  is  a 
heap  of  mangled  flesh,  flesh  that  used  to  be  a beautiful  woman. 

It’s  hard  to  take  this  sight  in.  Her  legs  are  the  first  things  I see.  They’re  bent  at 
strange  angles.  All  along  them,  from  calves  to  thighs,  are  deep  gashes.  Some  are 
short,  only  an  inch  or  two  long.  Others,  travel  from  her  knee  to  upper  thigh,  stretch 
across  her  once  smooth  legs  for  tens  of  inches.  Her  skin  is  almost  all  red,  stained  with 
the  fluid  she  bled  out.  The  gashes  high  up  on  her  thighs  stretch  up  into  her  little  shorts. 

Her  tank  top  is  slit  open.  A deep  gash  goes  sideways  across  her  belly.  Thicker  and 
darker  things  are  spilling  out  there.  The  gash  across  her  stomach  is  so  big,  I can  see 
her  insides.  I’m  no  expert  at  anatomy,  but  I'm  swearing  I’m  seeing  a little  stomach  and 
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coils  of  thin  intestine.  The  skin  around  the  gash  is  stretched,  pulled  back  it  seems,  to 
expose  those  insides. 

My  eyes  follow  stab  wounds  traveling  all  the  way  up  her  abdomen.  One  of  her 
breasts  is  bare  and  mutilated.  It  had  a sideway  gash  going  down  it  and  through  the 
nipple.  The  cut  causes  her  breast  to  appear  misshapen  and  horrible. 

Her  arms  are  scattered  with  even  more  cuts  and  stab  wounds.  Some  clearly  go 
all  the  way  through  her  tiny  arms.  Some  of  the  wounds  still  drip  and  the  little  drops  of 
blood  fall  and  slide  down  where  they  collect  in  a darkened  red  mess  by  the  drain.  Her 
life  is  spilling  out  and  slowly  creeping  down  the  drain  and  into  the  sewers. 

Her  mouth  hangs  wide  open  in  a permanent  grimace.  The  corners  of  her  mouth 
are  cut,  causing  her  mouth  to  appear  disgustingly  larger  than  normal.  Her  once 
beautiful  white  teeth  are  pink  with  the  blood  that  filled  up  her  mouth. 

Another  deep  cut  slashes  across  her  eye.  It  doesn’t  appear  to  be  as  deep  or 
severe  as  the  other  ones,  but  it  did  damage.  Her  eyelid  is  splayed  in  two  little  pieces 
curling  upward  like  eyelashes.  The  cut  continues  across  the  actual  eyeball.  It  caused 
it  to  partially  deflate,  or  what  appears  to  be  deflation,  and  a clear  ooze  resembling 
uncooked  eggs  drips  down  the  corner  of  her  eye  like  thick  disgusting  tears. 

What  did  you  do? 

Her  flesh  is  still  warm.  All  of  this  blood  on  the  floor,  still  warm.  I’m  the  only  other 
person  in  this  bathroom.  I had  to  have  done  this,  but  I didn’t  have  enough  time.  A 
person,  even  one  of  the  sickest  persons,  would  have  had  to  work  on  her  for  awhile  to 
obtain  damage  of  this  severity.  I haven’t  been  in  here  ten  minutes.  What  happened? 

I’m  feeling  light  headed,  and  I part  fall,  part  crumple  to  my  knees.  One  of  her 
hands  is  flopped  over  the  side  of  the  tub,  and  it’s  right  in  my  face.  I feel  the  retching 
emerge,  and  next  thing  I know,  I’m  spewing  hot  vomit  onto  the  floor.  Slimy  greens, 
creamy  yellows,  and  milky  whites  pour  from  my  nose  and  mouth.  Tears  appear  in  my 
eyes.  The  skin  of  my  face  pulls  back  as  my  stomach  pushes  everything  out.  The  mess 
splashes  against  the  bathtub  and  mixes  with  the  deep  reds  as  it  all  collects  into  a big 
puddle  of  blood  and  puke. 

I have  to  escape  this  bathroom.  Without  bothering  to  wipe  the  trails  of  vomit  from 
my  mouth,  I pick  myself  up,  grunting  against  the  pain  in  my  right  arm.  I fumble  with 
the  doorknob  with  my  good  hand  and  exit  into  my  normal  bedroom,  free  of  all  signs  of 
death  and  destruction  and  bad  craziness  from  the  grave. 

I’m  thinking  I should  call  the  police.  I have  no  other  options  or  ideas.  I can’t 
save  her.  She’s  beyond  CPR.  I have  no  idea  how  to  clean  up  a crime  scene.  I’m  no 


J 


165 


stories 


criminal.  I don’t  even  know  what  I would  use  to  get  all  of  that  blood  off  the  walls.  Hot 
water?  Would  hot  water  get  all  of  that  off?  Would  a Mr.  Clean  sponge?  I grab  the 
phone  resting  on  my  bedside  table,  and  I sit  on  the  mattress.  I’m  about  to  dial  9-1  -1 
when  I notice  an  oddity. 

I have  this  cabinet  across  from  my  bed.  It  has  the  regular  uses  of  an  average 
cabinet.  It  holds  my  socks  and  underwear  and  shirts  and  other  things.  On  top  of  it 
sits  a large  mirror.  I put  it  across  from  my  bed  for  various  reasons.  Everything  is  as  it 
should  be  with  this  mirror,  except  I’m  not  seeing  my  own  reflection.  It’s  partly  correct, 
in  that  the  being  this  mirror  reflects  holds  a long  sliver  of  glass  in  one  hand  and  a 
telephone  in  the  other.  Where  the  mirror  gets  itself  incredibly  wrong,  though,  is  that  my 
reflection  is  now  female.  Not  just  any  female  either,  but  a female  with  rotting  flesh. 

She  is  almost  green,  this  grotesquely  old  crone.  She  has  deep  pockets  under  her 
eyes  that  droop  obnoxiously  low.  Her  jowls  hang  loose.  Her  teeth  are  browns  and 
greens  and  dark  golden  yellows.  Some  are  missing.  Some  have  only  chipped  causing 
them  to  look  sharp  and  dangerous.  She’s  wearing  a red  dress.  The  dress  didn’t  start 
out  red.  It  began,  I’m  guessing,  as  sometning  white  or  equally  pale,  but  has  since 
turned  red  over  the  hundreds  of  years  with  the  blood  of  the  many  she’s  taken.  She  is 
very  frail,  deathly  petite.  The  dress  hangs  very  low  in  front,  and  her  low  sagging 
breasts  are  nearly  visible  and  very  upsetting.  Two  tiny  lumps,  her  mashed  up  nipples 
pressed  off  to  the  side,  show  through  her  thin  clothing.  The  dress  is  too  revealing  for 
a dead  woman. 

All  her  skin,  everywhere  I can  see  at  least,  is  shades  of  green.  Some  patches  of 
her  are  almost  black,  but  most  of  it  is  this  horrible  shade  of  olive  green.  The  skin  is  still 
pressed  tight  in  some  areas,  and  her  weak  bones  and  shriveled  veins  show  through  its 
surface.  A slimy  clear  wax  coats  her  body.  If  I touch  her,  she  will  be  sticky.  Gross. 

I stare  back  at  the  mirror  with  part  astonishment  and  part  horror  on  my  face.  All 
these  years  of  Catholic  school,  and  I had  shunned  the  beliefs  as  I got  older  and  learned 
more.  I don’t  believe  in  ghosts  or  the  devil  or  demons  or  angels,  but  here  before 
me  is  some  shit  I can’t  understand.  A ghost  or  a demon  or  a devil,  it  could  be  any  of 
the  three. 

“Alright,  God,  I was  wrong.”  I say  to  myself.  “You  can  send  someone  to  save  me 
now.  You  can  get  rid  of  this  ghost.  You  can  tell  the  cops  it  wasn’t  me.  It  was  the  devil 
that  killed  that  beautiful  girl.” 

Nothing  happens.  I just  stare  at  the  mirror,  and  the  thing  in  the  mirror  stares  back. 
I’m  pretty  sure  I don’t  possess  one  of  those  cleverly  entitled  ‘shit-eating-grins,’  yet  the 
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thing  in  the  reflection  sure  has  one.  I test  it  out. 

I raise  my  left  hand  with  the  phone,  and  tilt  the  phone  inwards  towards  me.  The 
thing  in  the  mirror  picks  up  her  decaying  right  hand,  mirror  imaging,  and  tilts  the  phone 
towards  her  head  just  as  I do.  What  type  of  black  magic  is  this? 

Now  she  picks  up  her  left  hand,  my  right  hand,  and  I’m  doing  the  same  thing,  but 
I’m  not  controlling  my  arm.  It  hurts  as  it  moves  upwards.  The  shards  dig  in  as  my 
forearm  bends  towards  my  neck.  I can  feel  the  tip  of  the  mirror  shard  scraping  against 
my  cheek. 

In  the  reflection,  she’s  smiling  and  slitting  her  own  throat.  The  blood  that  comes 
from  her  neck  isn’t  blood.  It’s  more  like  tar,  or  some  other  type  of  black  and  sticky 
resin.  It’s  much  thicker  than  normal  blood,  so  it  just  gurgles  out  over  the  wound  while 
making  a filthy  sound  similar  to  quickly  ramming  your  entire  fist  into  a jar  of  mayonnaise. 

My  hand  feels  burning  hot,  and  I look  down  to  see  that  my  lap  is  covered  in  wet 
darkness.  I try  and  inhale  but  can't.  Something  hot  and  thick  begins  to  fill  my  lungs 
instead  of  the  much-needed  oxygen.  My  head  feels  too  heavy.  My  peripheral  vision 
begins  to  blur  and  slide  in  on  me.  I fall  from  the  sitting  position  onto  my  mattress.  My 
beige  sheets  are  quickly  sopping  up  the  red  wetness  pouring  out  of  me  at  an  incredibly 
swift  rate.  I didn’t  know  blood  could  come  out  this  fast. 

The  laptop  is  still  playing  the  slideshow.  I’m  seeing  pictures  of  family,  me  and  my 
father,  my  mother,  sister.  I see  pictures  of  our  dogs  playing  with  toys  and  running 
around  in  the  grass.  I see  drunken  pictures  with  my  friends  and  celebratory  still  shots 
of  victories  at  beer  pong.  I see  pictures  of  the  sea  of  people  on  Massachusetts  Street 
in  Lawrence,  Kansas  when  the  basketball  team  won  the  tournament.  I see  a picture  of 
the  girl  I met  while  down  there. 

Ha,  this  is  my  life  flashing  before  my  eyes. 

I see  me  as  a child  with  my  grandpa.  It  changes  to  me  walking  across  the  stage 
with  my  high  school  diploma.  It  changes  to  me  on  my  twenty-first  birthday,  shot  glass 
in  one  hand,  birthday  cake  in  the  other. 

Son  of  a bitch,  my  birthday  is  on  Friday.  I won’t  make  it. 
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